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CHAPTER I. 



POTHANGEB. 




N moorland districts a solitary 
farm-house may sometimes be 
seen, standing far up some 
bleak hill-side, exactly at that point 
where cultivation ceases and the moor 
begins. The inmates of such a dwelling 
are like those who live upon the sea- 
shore; their world has two aspects. On 
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the one hand the cultivated country, 
jealously enclosed and traversed by well- 
defined roads ; on the other, the open 
and pathless waste. Their interest in 
the former is limited to a few, unpro- 
ductive fields, that differ little from the 
moor except in being enclosed; while 
the latter, where feed their hardy bul- 
locks and mountain sheep, claims their 
chief attention and forms their real 
source of livelihood. 

In- such a homestead our story com- 
mences. An old and weather-beaten 
structure, roofed with small, thick slates 
set in a firm bed of cement ; the door ap- 
proached by two uneven flights of steps, 
meeting at the threshold in a small plat- 
form. The house itself has a substantial 
appearance, but the out-buildings are in 
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ruins; they have evidently been unused 
for years ; whilst the few acres of en- 
closure show a more than common con- 
dition of neglect. A patch of garden 
on one side, and on the other a well- 
enclosed rabbit-warren, alone give evi- 
dence of recent labour and attention. 
Immediately behind rises the brown moor- 
land. 

In front, the small roughly-glazed win- 
dows overlook a narrow, stony valley, 
at the bottom of which a tiny streamlet 
flows noisily between poor-looking fields. 
Through the mouth of the vale one 
catches a glimpse of a rich, flat country, 
enlivened by the occasional gleam of a 
winding river, which can be traced here 
and there, until, at five or six miles dis- 
tance, it reaches the sea. Just where it 
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broadens into a little land-locked estuary, 
a square church-tower, a few grey roofs, 
and a cluster of masts, rising above a 
wooded point, denote a small sea-port 
town. 

It is not unusual that, while the out- 
side of such a dwelling has no slight 
claim to the picturesque, the interior 
betrays, in its bare, earthen floor and 
smoke-grimed walls, a squalor almost 
savage. But, in the present instance, 
the little parlour, or best room, into 
which the outer door abruptly opens, 
shows the unexpected features of a 
wooden floor, plain but comfortable fur- 
niture, and on the walls a number of 
shelves well-filled with books. For the 
rest, the ceiling is low and discoloured, 
the floor carpetless, and the fireplace a 
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cavern into which one might walk up- 
right. 

One chilly spring evening, this great 
hearth was filled with a blazing pile 
of turf and logs, and in front of it sat 
two young men, enjoying the luxury of 
rest after a day's shooting. On the old 
oak table between them, five or six 
couple of snipe and a few golden plover 
lay in a richly-disposed heap of brown 
and yellow plumage, with gleams of un- 
sullied white; flanked by a tobacco-jar, 
a couple of tumblers and a spirit bottle. 
The elder man, about twenty-eight or 
thirty, was sitting forward in the full 
light of the fire, and speaking with the 
animation of one who enlarges upon a 
favourite topic. Rather plain in feature, 
his face had its chief attraction in a 



Digi 



tized by Google 



CROSSFORD. 



pair of frank, brown eyes, and an ex- 
pression of thoughtful enthusiasm. His 
companion, though the younger by five 
or six years, had a far less fresh and 
animated look. Leaning back in the 
shadow, he listened with an appearance 
of interest, not unmixed with a quiet 
irony. 

" Our occupation of to-day has proved 
to me at any rate, that hard, bodily 
labour can only be sustained upon 
animal food. Your labourers about here 
can never obtain meat at all; for when 
land is rented at so low a sum as five 
shillings an acre, it is useless to expect 
that the labourer can obtain for his 
share anything but the merest stop-gap 
to starvation. An Icelander might as 
well expect to eat wheaten bread." 
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" The local distich runs," said the 
younger man, speaking slowly and as 
if to humour his companion, 

" The people are poor on Wilmerleigh moor, 
And so will they be for evermore !" 

"Then, Heathfield, why do you wish 
to stop in this place ?" returned the 
other. "Why not join me. My plan 
is simple. I propose to take a large 
number of emigrants to Canada, where 
I have already acquired a considerable 
section of land. By the sale of your 
house at Sandquay, you would be able 
to join me in a profitable business I 
intend to establish, in connection with 
the new settlement. Surely you are 
not attached to this place, which, if I 
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have heard aright, misfortune has thrust 
you into." 

" I lost my whole fortune," replied 
Heathfield, " with the exception of the 
house you have mentioned and this little 
place, by the criminal act of a near 
relative — my trustee. In such cases, 
the money being gone, it is useless to 
do anything. I now know they are far 
from uncommon." 

** But you do not surely intend to 
stop here all your life, with only fishing 
and shooting — mere amusements — for 
your occupations." 

" Why not ! it suits me well enough. 
You know it is said the founder of 
my family lived in this very house, over 
two hundred years ago; so it is not 
so out of place that I, who will certainly 
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be the last of us, should come back to 
it." 

" But you must have changed in the 
most astonishing way since we were 
at Oxford together. To give up 
every prospect of a brilliant career for 
this!" 

" I thought it hard when I came 
here four years ago, as simply to a 
breathing-place after my shipwreck, and 
to escape the commiseration of my 
friends. Well, I have stopped here 
ever since. My friends say I have suc- 
cumbed to disappointment, that I wish 
to figure up here in this moorland 
solitude as a kind of modem Timon. 
But that is not the case. I live as 
good a life as most country gentlemen. 
My tastes are simple. I have enough 
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to live on, and buy books. There are 
hundreds who might envy me. I am 
fond of sport, and have as much of it 
as 1 could wish. I believe I am as 
happy here as I should be any- 
where." 

"You are mistaken," said the other 
with some temper. " You have only 
two prospects before you : to pass your 
old age as a hermit, or to marry some 
peasant wench and continue the race of 
the Heathfields as day-labourers, or at 
best game-keepers." 

"Did you see that jack-snipe I fired 
at just before we took out our car- 
tridges," said Heathfield, after a slight 
pause. "Well, I have fired at that 
bird I should think over twenty times 
this season. And, altogether contrary 
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to precedent, I never can put him up 
again. He only flies about a hundred 
yards and pitches down by the little 
brook. But neither Shaugh nor the 
dogs can ever find him again. If it 
was a hare, I should say, follow- 
ing a local superstition, it was be- 
witched." 

" Why is this place called Pot- 
hanger?" 

" From its shape, or rather the figure 
its fields cut out, as it were, from the 
moor. It is the iron hook which holds 
the pot over the fire. Come in the 
kitchen and I'll show you." 

Opening a door in one corner of the 
room, Heathfield showed his friend a 
small, smoke-grimed apartment paved with 
stones set in the bare earth. A couple 



Digi 



tized by Google 



12 CROSSFORD. 



of steps led down to it, so that where 
they were standing their eyes were on 
a level with its grimy ceiling. In a 
rude, oak chair, before the fire, a small 
wiry, gipsy-looking man was fast asleep. 
At his feet, five or six dogs were 
curled up enjoying the warmth. All 
were asleep, except one old, grizzled 
black retriever, that sat up gazing 
into the fire, as if taking advantage 
of the slumbers of his fellows to 
indulge in thoughts peculiarly his 
own. 

Now and then a dog, hunting in his 
dreams, would give a low whimper and 
then curl himself up tighter than be- 
fore, as if hugging himself upon his 
present comfort after the cold, wet 
moor; and occasionally the man would 
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start and mutter, as if he too were 
following in his sleep the incidents of the 
day's sport. 

" So this is the person you are al- 
most wholly dependant upon for con- 
versation." 

" Not at all ; Shaugh is stone deaf. 
He was at one time the greatest 
poacher in the country; but he lost 
his hearing through the bursting of a 
gun, when shooting a *horniwink,' as 
they call the lapwing about here, and 
was obliged to abandon his calling. 
He is very useful to me. Now, Wil- 
mot, old fellow, we will have just one 
glass more, with fresh hot water, and 
then we'll turn in. To-morrow I will 
take you across the moors to a place 
called Crossf ord ; where a friend of mine 
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will lend us a boat, and you shall 
have the day's sea-fishing I promised 
you." 
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CHAPTER II. 



SNIPE SHOOTING. 




^N intense frost had hardened the 
mires and spongy mosses, until 
they were as firm as the stony 
uplands of the moor, when the two 
sportsmen started for Crossford. 

" We shall be able to walk straight 
across the moor to-day, but we shall 
not have much sport," said Heathfield. 
" Weather like this drives the snipe and 
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cock down to the low grounds; and 
there is so much poor, rushy ground 
amongst the fields, that the birds get 
scattered all over the country, and it is 
difficult to make a bag." 

Passing down through a stony field, 
where Shaugh was busy gathering a 
barrowfull of stunted roots for the 
rabbit- jv^arren, they crossed the little 
stream, which tinkled through high 
heathery banks, fringed with enormous 
icicles, and climbed the opposite ridge 
of the valley. On the other side of 
this, they found a vast, desolate hollow, 
along the bottom of which an irregular 
strip of what was usually brilliantly- 
tinted marsh and bog-land, lay numb 
and colourless in the intense frost. So 
still was the air that the cawing of a 
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crow, slowly flapping along the opposite 
hillside, could be distinctly heard ; and 
so clear, that a fox could be seen 
making ofE over the head of the hollow, 
more than two miles distant. 

" Why did you bring that unfor- 
tunate old dog ?" said Wilmot, as Bob, 
an old, grizzled setter, sidled off to- 
wards the marsh, in a by no means 
enthusiastic manner. 

" Oh, the other dogs would only 
spoil sport to-day. The snipe are very 
wild such weather as this. Old Bob 
knows it as well as you or I. You'll 
see that, when he comes across any 
sign of birds, he will not attempt to 
make them out. He knows that I shan't 
scold him if it happens to be a mis- 
take. Look, how the artful old fellow 
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is making straight for the only soft 
spot down there." 

As he spoke a snipe, probably dis- 
turbed by the crackling of the thin 
brittle ice, that covered every little 
hollow in the ground, rose from the 
spot alluded to, and, after indulging 
in a high, aerial flutter, settled down 
ultimately at the very head of the 
valley. 

" We had better go straight up 
there," said Heathfield, "it is the only 
other soft spot. Even the springs seem 
frozen here." 

"I never saw anything like this," 
said his companion, halting before a 
beautiful, clear dome of ice, that had 
been formed where a spring, in bub- 
bling from the ground, had frozen in 
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successive layers. "It looks as if it 
had been turned out of a mould." 

"We are over a thousand feet above 
the sea here," said Heathfield, " that is 
why the cold is so intense." 

"It is something terrible. We are 
walking now over a part which, at any 
other time, we would not dare venture 
upon." 

" Over our heads I expect," , said 
Heathfield. "There is a yam about a 
man being found here with only 
his head and shoulders out of the 
ground. He explained that he had been 
out hunting, and his horse was beneath 
him. But no more talking, look at 
Bob !" 

The old dog had come to a halt just 
where a number of little tricklets that 
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flowed down the amphitheatre of steep, 
bare hillside that closed the head of 
the valley, became absorbed in a con- 
siderable area of spongy ground. At 
the lower end of this, the water appeared 
again in considerable volume, to form 
what might be called, even there, a 
good-sized brook. It was indeed the 
source, or "head," of a large stream. 
The water trickled in some places over 
the surface of the black, spongy, warm- 
looking ground. 

As the sportsmen came up, a snipe 
fluttered from before the very nose of 
the dog, and so close to Wilmot that he 
could see its bright eye, and all the 
markings in its plumage. At the report 
of his gun, seven or eight more snipe 
got up, so that the air seemed filled 
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with the quickly-flitting birds, and their 
shrill notes of alarm. Two more came to 
the ground, Wilmot missing with his 
second barrel. 

" They have all gone back to the other 
soft spot, shall we follow them?" said 
he, beginning to find it a little ex- 
citing. 

" I think not ; it would take too much 
time," said Heathfield. 

Climbing the hill-side, they came un- 
expectedly upon a snipe, probably one 
of those disturbed below, which stood 
the ordeal of all four barrels, and flew 
with triumphant chuckles, in a leisurely 
manner, to join its fellows. Over the 
hill, they came upon another long, 
shallow depression, with the difference 
that through its lower extremity could 
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be seen the sea. Shooting down this 
with indifferent sport, for the birds were 
excessively tickle, and persistently got 
up out of shot, the two friends came 
to a rest beneath an enormous mass of 
granite that overhung a snug hollow in 
the ground. 

Immediately opposite their refuge, rose, 
from the other side of the valley, a 
vast dun-coloured hill called Black Down ; 
behind which another, called the Beacon, 
heaved a still higher summit. Past its 
rocky point, great volumes of sullen 
clouds, their shadows a deep bluish grey, 
and their swelling summits tinged with 
a coppery yellow, were slowly surg- 
ing. 

Soon the upper half of the Beacon was 
shut from view, and a number of ragged 
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cloudlets had invaded the bald curve of 
Black Down. Appearing to move faster 
as they approached, these skirmishers 
crossed the great hollow at a bound. 
For a moment, the stream at the bottom 
of the valley, with a herd of black cattle 
the size of crows upon its hillocky banks, 
over which ran an irregular, ruined wall, 
the relic of some ancient boundary, showed 
clear and distinct in a momentary gleam 
of sunlight that illumined the lower 
fringes of the mist with a transitory 
splendour, and then the whole was 
obscured in a whirl of grey vapour and 
drifting hail. 

** We are lucky in getting in here," 
said Wilmot, opening a packet of sand- 
wiches. " I should like to have got some 
more snipe, or a hare, to take to the 
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mill, but that sort of people seldom care 
much for game." 

" I ought to have told you that my 
friend at Crossford," replied his com- 
panion, " is a gentleman. He is another 
unfortunate like myself, only without my 
sensible way of taking it. He would like 
to improve his position very much if he 
could." 

" Tell me about him," said Wilmot, 
with a sudden interest. "How did he 
come to be a miller ?" 

" Well I there's nothing extraordinary 
about it. There are no doubt plenty of 
people always falling in and out of the 
ranks — as to social position I mean. His 
father was a Lieutenant in the Navy. 
One day, when in command of a sloop, 
he was driven into Stapleford roads 
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by stress of weather. Unfortunately for 
him, old Admiral Blower was lying 
there in his frigate. Well, Lieutenant 
Goodchild had carried away his topmast, 
and the old admiral supplied him with 
one. There was nothing in that — only 
the stick was as rotten as tinder. Some 
say the old fellow had picked it up at 
sea; he was noted for parsimony of all 
kinds. Well, Goodchild, a plain, honest 
fellow protested that the topmast was 
of no use — ^he had a spare one of 
his own on board. Old Blower told him 
to rig it up, and be damned to him; 
swearing it was in perfectly good con- 
dition." 

" Well, just as the sloop was standing 
out, so close to the frigate that Good- 
child could see the old Admiral glowering 
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at him from its deck — crack went the 
stick, and down all the top hamper 
came with a run. Old Blower was mad 
with rage; swore that it was done for 
the purpose, that something or other 
had been slacked. He never got over 
being put so publicly in the wrong. 
Goodchild found he had made an enemy, 
who would never let him advance, if 
he could prevent it, in the service. 
The end was he left the Navy, married, 
and invested all he had in purchasing 
a farm down here at Crossford. They 
seemed to get on well enough ; but four 
years ago the Lieutenant died, and 
it was found that the farm was mort- 
gaged to its full value — he had never 
made a penny's profit by his farm- 
ing. 
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His son, a well-educated young 
fellow of eighteen, finding, as usual in 
such cases, that their relatives would do 
nothing for them, set to work to convert 
Crossford — ^which consisted of a house, 
and about thirty acres of ground, all that 
was left to the widow — into a mill. It 
had been a mill before his father bought 
it. I suppose he only did so to provide 
for immediate necessities, and to give 
him time to look about him, but he has 
been a miller ever since." 

" One of the chief advantages of my 
project," said Wilmot, after a pause, " is 
its mutual " 

" I think it's clearing up," put in 
Heathfield, with some alacrity — he had 
heard a good deal during the few days 
of his friend's visit about the " project " 
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— "now suppose you take one side of 
this bit of bog, and I'll take the 
other." 

They had emerged into a changed 
world. The great hills, that had loomed 
dark and solid against the sky, were 
now white and spectral with a thick 
coating of hail. The short herbage, 
already rotted as it were by the frost, 
was now almost buried beneath the hail- 
stones. The hills in the distance could 
scarcely be distinguished from the cold, 
bleak sky, and the rocky summits of the 
Beacon and Black Down were mere dark 
patches in the air. The deep, indigo- 
coloured sea was the darkest portion of 
the landscape. 

"We'll go down, to Stickleford Com- 
mon, just beneath Black Down. The 
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snipe go there for shelter. T have found 
them as thick as bees in weather like 
this." 

"What can that carriage be doing 
standing in the road there ?" said Wilmot, 
who was the first to cross the shoulder of 
the down. 

" It's old Doctor Flint of Sandquay, 
could anything have been more unfor- 
tunate I He has been out to some patient, 
and is having a walk through the common 
on his way back.'* 

Following his friend's direction, Wilmot 
saw a tall, grey figure, standing silently, 
like a heron, in the middle of the 
common, while what looked like a mere 
beetle was quartering the ground before 
him. 

As they looked, the beetle became a 



Digi 



tized by Google 



CROSSFORD. 



got something at Tawmouth ; I must 
go out and get some clay to make 
some grafting material. You know 
I have been talking of cutting 
down our useless cider-apple trees, 
and grafting the stumps with choice 
kinds. I have got the grafts, and the 
stuff must be made ready for to-morrow.*' 
Goodchild walked straight out of 
the place, and leant upon the parapet 
of the old bridge. The ground he had 
taken so much pains to cultivate was 
spread out beneath him. There was 
still light enough to show the little 
alleys between the weedless beds. 
There was a large patch by the stream 
devoted to onions. By fetching guano 
from the stack for manure, complete 
eradication of weeds, and constant 
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TARTING from the little sea- 
port town we have described 
as visible from Pothanger, a 
road follows the coast in the direction 
of Black Down. At about the fifth 
milestone, it crosses, by a tall, ivy- 
covered arch, a considerable streamlet 
that flows down a beautiful, wooded 
valley, closed at its upper extremity by 
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He found him, amongst a number of 
other old fellows, sunning himself in 
a snug corner of the building. The 
boy who had driven our hero, opined 
that his "granfether was among 'em;" 
but as he could not point him out, 
and as all the old men disowned any- 
thing of the kind, with a formula of 
" don't know nothin' about the young 
divil, and don't want to," evidently 
kept ready for such occasions, this did 
not lead to any affecting scene of recog- 
nition. 

Old Spargo, who appeared not a day 
older, asked after no one at Cross- 
ford, but commenced a long series of 
complaints, winding up with the grievance 
that he was stinted in medicine. He 
did not have half enough "doctor's 
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stuff" for a man of his age and in- 
firmities. He had never previously, 
when he would had to have paid for it, 
taken a pill or draught from one year's 
end to another. 

" I suppose everybody has some 
grievance," thought our hero ; " mine 
is that I am to have no wages for 
the next year or two. After, perhaps, 
three more years of it, I shall be 
no more forward than I am now. 
It's lucky for them I am not given to 
falling iU, or anything of that sort. But 
it's my fate, I suppose, to be chained 
here, and some day I shall go off to the 
Union like old Spargo. Poor old devil, 
with his doctor's stuff! It amuses me; 
but I suppose I have grown such a duU 
clod amongst my cabbages and turnips 
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that very little will do that ;" and, with a 
rare exhibition of emotion for him, he 
burst into a rather forced peal of 
laughter. 

" HaUo, old fellow 1" said a voice be- 
hind him, " what's the joke ? you're in 
spirits to-night." 

Turning round, he saw his friend Fre- 
derick Heathfield and a stranger. 

" All we want," said Heathfield, " is a 
couple of rugs before the kitchen-fire, and 
the use of the boat to-morrow. When 
you can see him, I will introduce my 
friend." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

BIDING AT ANOHOE. 

I^PRING is everywhere a capricious 
season, but, in hilly districts, 
its changes are sometimes be- 
wildering in their suddenness. The 
fishers, next morning, were compelled 
to row a considerable distance in a 
warm, hazy calm, before they could get 
a slunt of wind to take them to their 
ground. 
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The cliffs rose sheer from the water, 
with the exception of here and there a 
tiny cove, or strip of beach, in many- 
cases only accessible by boat. Slowly 
rowing past Burrow Head, a great pro- 
montory, pierced at its base by a deep 
cavern, and bearing on its nigged front 
the scars and spindly, wooden appliances 
of a quarry, they opened up, with a scenic 
unexpectedness to Wilmot and the artist 
— who had joined the party with his 
sketch-book — the little fishing hamlSt of 
Hole Cove, a tiny group of white houses, 
peeping out towards the sea from the 
foot of a narrow valley, like a cluster of 
sheep gathered together at a safe distance 
to observe their dangerous friend the 
dog. The boats hauled upon the beach, 
the brown nets drying on the low 
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garden walls, and, a little separate from 
the rest, the tall flag-staff and snow-white 
buildings of the Coastguard station, all 
seemed close at hand, although the 
distance, always deceptive on water, was 
considerable. 

" I thought we should get a puff out 
of this valley," said Goodchild, and hoist- 
ing the sail they were soon moving 
slowly, but with delightful evenness and 
freedom, through the water. Running 
out from the land, which gradually be- 
came lost in a thin mist that hung 
about it, until only the occasional faint 
report of a shot fired at the quarry 
denoted its whereabouts, they brought 
up at about a couple of miles from the 
shore. 

Here the air was clearer and a number 
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of ships could be seen out to sea, 
while a little fleet of fishing boats 
emerging from the mist to the eastward, 
denoted the whereabouts of Sandquay. 
By and by, the first of these, a 
trawler, with her great brown sails, 
towering in the air, and the trawl 
rope tense and rigid over her side, 
forged slowly past, seeming to be sail- 
ing unaided, and by herself, for no one 
was visible on deck. 

" We are going to try for dabs," said 
Goodchild, producing a tub of mussels, 
and commencing to bait the hooks. The 
tackle consisted of heavily-leaded grap- 
nels, which were lowered to the bottom, 
a fine snooding, with a number of hooks 
tied at intervals, being attached so as 
to stream out with the tide along the 
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sandy ground. Every five or six minutes 
the lines were hauled up. The weight of 
the grapnels prevented any indication 
of the capture of fish until brought to 
the surface, when seldom less than three 
or four of the helpless, undulating dabs 
would be found to have gorged the 
bait&. 

In the intervals, the conversation was 
turned by Goodchild, who had begun to 
take considerable interest in the matter, 
upon "Wilmot's emigration scheme. 

"I suppose," said he, "you will 
found what will eventually be a large 
town?" 

" I hope not," replied Wilmot, " I hate 
towns. Someone has compared the earth 
to an old, patient jade. Well, towns are 
the sores where the harness has galled 
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her. The dwellers in them are like a 
lot of birds, that you sometimes see 
cruelly caged together, all befouled by 
their own numbers, and with nothing 
to eat and drink but stale food and 
polluted water. In my settlement, the 
houses will be built along a narrow 
green, with trees on it. No house will 
touch, or in any way be close to, 
another; and every one will have its 
garden." 

" That's a capital idea," said the 
artist. " There are human beings living 
in our large towns, who might as well 
have been bom in one of those craters 
in the moon, at the bottom of which it 
is fancifully supposed there may be a 
little atmosphere." 

This remark raised quite a discus- 
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sion between Heathfield and the artist. 
Goodchild did not take much part in it. 
How long ago it seemed since the time 
when he too had delighted in such 
theories. How he had believed in them, 
and how eagerly he had defended his 
own views and ideas. He had a vague 
feeling that, in not being disillusioned 
in these things, in having had them 
knocked out of his mind by sterner 
matters, he had missed a mental dis- 
cipline which had left him a duller 
man. 

Even now his thoughts were mainly 
occupied with the dabs, for the next 
day would be Sandquay Market, and 
he caught himself counting them out 
into shilling's worths, for old Hannah 
to take with the eggs and poultry. 
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" I have been left behind," he thought. 
"I haven't even got a hobby. I feel 
ignorant of everything. I have left off 
reading books. Just now they were 
talking of Sir Thomas Browne the 
antiquary, as if he had been a real 
personage ; while it has always been my 
impression that Browne and his urn 
burial were an invention of Charles 
Lamb's.*' 

" I think, now the dabs seem to have 
gone off, we will try for pollack," 
said he. " I have got some rag worms ; I 
got up early this morning, and dug them." 

Kunning along the coast they soon 
reached the Stack, a great, isolated, pin- 
nacled mass of rock, or rather a small 
island, for there was grass on it, about 
half a mile from the shore. 
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"This is the best place for pollack 
along the coast, and it is good for bass 
too later in the season.'*. 

Long lines, weighted so as to drift 
out towards the rock, were now used. 
The pollack were on the feed, and the 
fishermen were soon busy hauling m great 
thumping fellows, with now and then a 
fine bream. 

"When my father was alive," said 
Gdodchild, " we used to set lobster-pots 
here, and when we could manage to 
get up before the Hole Cove men, we 
often caught splendid lobsters and 
crabs.'* 

" Those Hole Cove men appear to be a 
kind of band of pirates, from all I hear 
of them,'* said the artist. 

"Hole Cove," said Goodchild, "until 
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the Coastguard station was built, was 
the most notorious haunt of smugglers 
along the coast. I suppose there is 
still a kind of lawlessness in their 
blood. Although it looks such a pretty 
place, it is a perfect den of ignorance 
and vice. You see there is no one 
to look after them. The nearest clergy- 
man would have to walk four miles, 
and is too old to walk half a mile. 
There is a little, half-ruined chapel' at 
the back of the place, but no one 
preaches there except lawyer Nash, who 
supposes himself to have a turn for 
that sort of thing, when he comes 
to collect the people's rents. But I 
don't think he meets with much 
success." 
"I should suppose not," said Heath- 
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field. "Those who had just tasted the 
flavour of his law would be hardly likely 
to try his gospel." 

"In most cases, the congregation 
consists of women ; for, when the 
boy who is stationed on the cliff to 
watch for pilchards passes the word 
that the landshark is coming, the 
men find it convenient to be haul- 
ing their crab-pots, or looking for 
bait." 

" He should come in bad weather," 
said the artist. 

" Then they all get round him, and 
ask how they are to pay money when 
they can't fish. They are a rough 
lot. He always carries pistols when 
he goes there. It is a fact that, 
when a barometer was placed outside 
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the Coastguard station, they smashed 
it in the night. Some say out of spite; 
but I really believe that many of 
them thought the instrument had some- 
thing to do with the detection of 
smuggling." 

" I suppose there is no smuggling 
going on now is there ?" 

" Well I can't say I have ever seen 
any ; but if you go on business to 
any of the farmers about here, a 
stone jar of fine hollands is, as likely 
as not, brought out. There is a place 
called Sanver Cove — Samphire I think 
it ought to be — where something was 
landed not long ago. It was in broad 
daylight, and the Coastguard men were 
out after some wreckage five miles 
the other way, which some say was 
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towed there on purpose the previous 
night. This is a very difficult coast to 
watch." 

"Why you speak quite apologetically 
for it," said Heathfield, "we shall sus- 
pect you of being in the thick of it 
soon." 

" Well I've got some whisky here 
that is the next thing to it. It 
came out of a ship that was wrecked 
at China Cove, away to the west- 
ward. It was six years after the 
wreck w;hen the keg came up in our 
cove. I am bound to say we did not 
acquaint the Excise authorities with 
the matter. See how thick it is, 
like a liqueur. It is not often one 
can drink whisky that has been at the 
bottom of the sea for six years." 
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"I don't think we shall get any 
more fish to-day/' he said after a 
time. " Suppose we go home, and 
I'll try with my old spaniel if I 
can rout out a woodcock for you 
in the valley, on your way back. 
I have permission from Miss Meldon, 
the owner, to . shoot right up to the 
moor." 



-^1 




Digi 



tized by Google 



CHAPTER V. 



SANDQUAT. 




HE little town of Sandquay was 
only to be approached by 
way of a ferry, that plied 
across the harbour, from the opposite 
village of Saltmore. There was, it is 
true, a narrow road that ran along 
the coast past Hole Cove, but nobody 
seemed to use this except the doctors, 
in visiting their country patients. Even 
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the farmers came to market by water, 
in great broad-beamed boats, that came 
and went on the estuary, in a lei- 
surely manner, as the tide willed. The 
women were usually the rowers, at any 
rate on the return journey. 

The first experience of a new 
arrival was usually of a somewhat 
disconcerting character. He invariably 
conceived it to be his misfortune to 
arrive at that inopportune time, for 
an ordinary individual, when some great 
person is momentarily expected. This 
arose from the chief habit, or occupa* 
tion, of the seafaring portion of the 
community consisting in leaning upon 
the sea-wall, and watching the ebb 
and flow of the tide. This they per- 
formed with all the gravity of men 
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at the post of duty. Their conversa- 
tion was limited to such curt expres- 
sions as, "reckon it's . slack water 
now, mate," or "good flow of land 
water to-day," or, more seldom, a re- 
mark or two upon the craft in the 
harbour. 

The hour of dinner alone had 
power to thin their ranks; though 
even then the wall was not wholly 
deserted, being manned by an appar- 
ently devoted few, who would greet 
their returning comrades, with such 
curt expressions as might be spoken in 
relieving a watch. 

Sandquay was not a busy place. 
The principal tradesmen might be seen 
playing a leisurely game at billiards 
in the little club in the valuable hours 
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of the forenoon, as well as in those 
more commonly given to relaxation. 
The harbour, which the inhabitants 
proudly declared could hold a hundred 
sail of ships, had once done a con- 
siderable trade in timber and other 
commodities; but this had gradually 
fallen oS, more, paradoxical as it may 
appear, from being too prosperous than 
for any other reason. The new genera- 
tion, in fact, invariably appeared to be 
impressed with the conviction that it 
would be a far more dignified and 
sensible plan to enjoy itself upon the 
accumulations of its predecessors, than 
to engage in any toilsome, or it might 
be hazardous, endeavours to increase 
them. 

There was thus formed a large 
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population of well-to-do idlers, whose 
chief amusement was an absorbed occupa- 
tion in local politics, which, to an 
outsider, appeared of the baldest and 
most uninteresting character, until a 
more serious study convinced him that 
it would take years to master their 
full, personal, and traditional com- 
plexity, if, indeed, anyone, not bom 
and nurtured in the plajce, could possibly 
do so. 

Sandquay, however, considered itself 
far from a standstill place. A town- 
councillor had proudly repelled that 
imputation by the statistical statement 
that the town had, in the last decade, 
actually increased by the number of 
eleven persons. The poor were very- 
well provided for by numerous charities. 
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and perhaps the town was in reality 
far more comfortable, as a whole, in 
its stagnation, than it would have been 
if more prosperous. Sandquay was not 
in the position of a poor town : it 
had, on the contrary, retired from 
business. It is possible the climate 
was not a little responsible for the 
philosophical, easy-going way of taking 
things prevalent at Sandquay. Sheltered 
on every side by tall hills, clothed in 
many instances with trees to the water's 
edge, the climate was mild and balmy, 
and, without being actually enervating, 
certainly inclined one to take an easy view 
of existence. 

The little town was sheltered from 
every wind but the south. The slightest 
change towards blusterous east or west 
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brought it full against the rocky 
promontory of Brill Point on the one 
hand, or the Battery cliffs on the 
other. Indeed, in a south-west gale, 
the prevailing bad weather of the 
district, Sandquay was in better plight 
than in mere rain-fall, for the town 
remained absolutely undisturbed, while 
it was rather pleasant than otherwise 
to see the trees along the edges of 
the hills bending to the storm, and 
the torn clouds scudding with unavail- 
ing fury across the lowering sky. On 
such days it was quite an agreeable 
excursion to walk out to the Point, 
and watch the great billows sweep 
across the harbour's moujbh, and break 
upon the oppoiite shore. 

There was no better place from 
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which to obtain a good idea of ^and- 
quay, than the end of the little stone 
jetty where the ferry-boat landed its 
passengers. Few who saw this view for 
the first time withheld their tribute of 
admiration. 

The old pier jutted out far enough 
to enable the eye to overtop "Spit- 
head," with its ancient Custom-House, 
and take in the whole of the town, as it 
rose in tier upon tier of picturesque 
houses, interspersed with gardens, up to 
the verdant meadows beyond the highest 
buildings. 

With the exception of the group of 
shops and places of business clustered 
round the square tower of the old 
church, almost all the houses had gar- 
dens ; generally so steeply placed upon 
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the hillside, that their paths were mere 
flights o£ rough, stone steps. These 
gardens were divided from each other 
by old, grey, stone walls, covered with 
ivy and bushes of fuschia, apparently 
self-sown. The same plant had, in 
many instances, attaining the dimensions 
of a tree, covered the whole side of a 
house. 

The jetty formed one side, or arm, 
of the pool, a kind of inner harbour, 
with groups of fishing-boats, and, along 
its margin, a number of crazy sail- 
makers' lofts and buildings supported 
on arches, through which the water 
seemed to creep into the very centre 
of the town. The other was terminated 
by an old, grass-grown fort, consisting 
of several tiers of empty embrasures. 
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Built o£ a crumbling sandstone, and 
covered with weeds and weather-stains, 
it looked as some old hulk might ap- 
pear after lying for years at the bottom 
of the sea. Looking up the harbour, 
the sloping hills closed in the view in 
such a manner that it was impossible 
to detect between which of them the 
river was continued, giving the estuary 
the appearance of a lovely lake. To- 
wards the sea, the sloping, wood-crowned 
hills were dotted with pretty villas, 
each with its artfully-designed pleasure- 
ground, its flagstaff, and little yacht, or 
pleasure-boat, before it. 

On the day when our friends at 
Crossford were riding ' at anchor, the 
old feriyman at Sandquay very much 
astonished a young lady, who had 
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ventured to ask him where the 
Reverend Rupert Forrester's house was 
situated. 

Looking his passenger full in the face, 
until she was quite sorry she had asked 
the question, he suddenly, just as she 
had abandoned any hope of an answer, 
said, " Now ! see the Custom-House just 
ahead, now put that in line with the 
brewery chimney, and in a line with that, 
on the very top of the hill, you'll see the 
house." 

And his broad, red face assumed the 
complacent expression of one who has 
ably discharged the important duty of 
making himself agreeable to the fair 
sex. 

This rapidly changed to such an ex- 
pression of inquiring curiosity, that his 
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passenger was, out of sheer compulsion, 
obliged to say, 

" I am his niece ; I am coming to live 
with him." 

" Wishing you joy. Miss," answered the 
old fellow, with polite alacrity, " that's 
him standing on the pier." 

Standing up in the boat with a 
little gesture of excitement, the young 
girl presented an appearance that would 
have assured her of a welcome from 
most people. She had a firm, elastic 
figure of about the middle height, a 
clear complexion delicately tinted with 
rose-colour, and large, soft eyes, of a 
dark, greyish violet. A very pretty 
mouth, with small pearly teeth, and a 
delicately-shaped, almost pointed chin, 
gave an infantile charm to her face, whilst 



Digitized 



by Google 



CROSSFORD. 85 



adding to its prevailing expression of art- 
less candour. 

•* Welcome, my dear child, to Sand- 
quay," said her Uncle, a tall, grey- 
headed man of fifty or thereabouts. 
" I hope you are not very tired. It 
is a long ride from Wilmerleigh-Road 
Station." 

" Oh, no, I enjoyed it too much. I 
rode outside the coach, and the driver 
pointed out all the hills, and told 
me when we were nine hundred and 
something above the sea. The moors were 
most beautiful." 

" The greatest drawback you will 
find to my house is, that it is 
a good number of feet above the 
sea, too. This dreadful ravine, as 
it no doubt appears to you, is a 
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Sandquay road. It is called Slippery 
Comer. But you get a good view from 
my windows of the whole town, and 
everything that goes on in the har- 
bour." 

After dinner, the Rector drew his little 
niece to him, and, kissing her on the fore- 
head, said, " I hope, my dear, you will be 
comfortable, and that your coming to Sand- 
quay will be for your happiness : I shall 
do all I can to make it so. It is a 
beautiful place, and you must prepare 
yourself for quite a number of pleasant 
excursions. Where would you like to go 
first?" 

" Oh, to the moors. I had never seen 
any before. Is the moorland far from 
Sandquay ?" 

" Oh, no ; and I think I can readily 
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gratify your wish. It happens that my 
landlord is a foolish, young fellow, who 
has taken the fancy to give up ordinary 
life and live that of a recluse, in the 
most solitary portion of the moors. I 
have often thought it would be a 
good plan to draw him out of his 
shell, to visit him up there with a 
large party. In a few days there will 
be what is called the * pony drive,' 
when the young colts, born on the 
moor, are driven into a pound to be 
marked by their owners. There is wrest- 
ling and other sports, and numbers of 
people go." 

" I think that would be delightful," said 
the young girl. 

" Well, I will send to my young friend 
to provide ponies for us. We shall 
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go the first six miles by water. I'll 
ask a few friends, and we'll have 
a little pic-nic in honour of your 
arrival. " 
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CHAPTER VI. 



THE PONY DRIVE. 




HERB the winding river, visible 
from Pothanger, takes a last 
good tumble over a weir and 
becomes absorbed in the sedate waters 
of the estuary, a salmon-fishery displays 
its array of brown nets, hanging from 
crooked, bleached poles, and flat- 
bottomed boats resting clumsily on the 
shore. Immediately opposite, a broad 
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creek runs into the land, for about a 
quarter of a mile, receiving at its ex- 
tremity a tributary streamlet. 

On the morning of the moorland 
excursion referred to in the preceding 
chapter, this creek presented to the 
Reverend Rupert Forrester and his 
party, as their boat entered upon its 
placid surface, a picture of quiet, 
serene beauty. The hills on either side 
were covered, in great part, with plan- 
tations of young trees just bursting in- 
to leaf. Near the water's edge the trees 
grew more thickly, forming here and 
there little promontories of fresh, green 
foliage. 

It was slack water, and the dark 
rocks, studded with patches of yellow 
seaweed, were reflected, with the birch 
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and ash trees that bung over them, 
on the still surface of the water. 
Against the dense bank of foliage that 
closed the vista of the creek, the tall 
white arch of a bridge, that carried 
the coach road between Wilmerleigh and 
Sandquay across the stream, showed 
with a graceful effect. Beneath it the 
water could be indistinctly seen, foam* 
ing over a rocky bed. Close at hand 
a number of disused lime-kilnsj leaning 
against low broken chffs, and covered 
with ivy and long streaming briars, looked 
like the towers and battlements of some 
ancient ruin. 

On the opposite side stood a fisher- 
man's cottage, with rustic sheds and 
paUng, a curl of blue smoke rising 
from its quaint gable, and before it a 
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boat drawn up on the shore, a pile of 
drift wood, and a group of chil- 
dren feeding a donkey out of a 
pail. 

The ponies were waiting in a lane 
that burrowed into the compact mass 
of foliage, and the little party was 
quickly on its way, the ladies riding 
and the gentlemen walking by their 
side. 

Their course lay straight up the 
valley along the stream, which was 
here a succession of noisy rapids, 
flowing over a bed of slaty rock, and 
overhung by trees. Occasionally, a break 
in the foliage disclosed steep, rock- 
strewn slopes on either side, studded with 
clumps of bramble and dead fern; or 
allowed a glimpse of some little ravine, 
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with its streak of tributary stream- 
let. 

After a time the trees became less 
numerous, and they found themselves 
ascending a bare, rocky gorge, where the 
diminished stream fretted amongst great 
boulders. 

Evelyn Forrester declared she could 
already smell the fresh, moorland air. 
As she leant forward, her eyes spark- 
ling with pleasure, and her cheeks pink 
with exercise and excitement, she pre- 
sented a picture which even Heath- 
field, that moorland cynic, to whom 
had fallen the lot of leading her pony, 
found not uninteresting. She had a 
natural love for the beauties of nature, 
which she enjoyed without any attempt 
to derive from them anything but an 
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instinctive feeling of pleasure. Had the 
day been gloomy, she would have 
thought the scjene less pleasing, but 
it would not have dashed her spirits ; 
had it been black and stormy, she 
would only have been a little fright- 
ened. 

Heathfield, perhaps a little to his 
own astonishment, for he was, as a rule, 
far from delighted with female society, 
found himself taking considerable pleasure 
in the conversation of his cheerful, artless 
companion. 

Although between sixteen and seven- 
teen years of age, she had all the 
natural gaiety of a child. She appeared 
as perfectly unconscious of her attrac- 
tions, and as indifferent to admiration, 
as the primroses on the mossy banks 
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they were passing. And yet Heath- 
field found, somewhat to his chagrin, 
that she evidently expected plenty of 
small talk, and even a mild kind of 
flirtation, from her companion. It was 
almost with a feeling of relief that he 
judged her to be too much absorbed 
in the simple enjoyment of the excursion 
to be forming any opinion of himself. 

In this he was completely mistaken. 
She had formed the distinct impression 
that, although he was not disagreeable, 
or bad-looking, he was unquestionably 
an odd sort of person. There was his 
fancy for living on the moors, for one 
thing. Then, too, she was quite cog- 
nisant of a certain, sober scrutiny on 
his part, which hardly came up to her 
idea of admiration. 
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" I am glad he did not come to break- 
fast," she thought, " I could never have 
put sugar on my bread-and-butter with 
him at the table." 

She was really a practical little per- 
son. A certain amount of quiet power, 
too, lay dormant in her clear, little 
soul, which would sometimes blaze up, 
on the discovery of any meanness, or 
attempted deception, with a disconcert- 
ing efEect from one so usually amiable. 
She was of an afEectionate disposi- 
tion, making much of birthdays and 
other such celebrations, giving and 
expecting little presents and congratu- 
lations on such occasions with the keenest 
delight. 

Being as fond of a little flirtation 
as she was of dancing, haymaking, or 
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other sucli wholesome delights, she was 
not much prepossessed with Heath- 
field's somewhat reserved and self- 
contained manner. She wondered why he 
didn't talk. 

He was thinking, in his philosophic 
way, what a pity it was that this 
innocent, cheerful creature must, in a 
few short years, meet with some por- 
tion of the common lot of trouble and 
unhappiness. 

Probably it was this train of 
thought^ which influenced him, when 
they came to a little ford, to lead 
her pony through the shallow water, 
although the animal was quiet, and 
there were stepping-stones for pedes- 
trians. He certainly did not perform 
the same office for Miss Lamble, who f ol- 
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lowed, and who was a mucli more nervous 
person than Evelyn. 

Miss Lamble was commonly known as 
"the Lady of the Manor." She had un- 
expectedly been left, by an uncle, a con- 
siderable estate in the parish, and with 
the Manor, of Hole. She was a plain, 
solid, sentimental person, about thirty- 
five, and would probably have lived a plea- 
sant easy-going life upon her property, 
but for one circumstance. 

Her mother, a person of somewhat 
vigorous character, had been in the 
habit, not uncommon with old ladies 
whose children have attained mature 
age under their care and support, of 
treating her only child with a certain 
strictness ; and, to every one's astonish- 
ment, this discipline, instead of being 
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relaxed upon Miss Lamble's good for- 
tune, was, if anything, tightened. Some 
said that old Mrs. Lamble had taken 
mortal umbrage at the property not 
being left to her. At any rate, she 
forbade her daughter to live at Hole 
Place, which was immediately let on 
lease, and, in fact, compelled her still 
to reside in the dingy cottage at 
Sandquay, which had been occupied 
by the two for the past twenty 
years. 

" I am used to the house," said the 
iron-willed old woman, ** and my daugh- 
ter's place is with me." 

In this way. Miss Lamble found her 
position shorn of a considerable number 
of the advantages she had at first 
anticipated from it. Upon the slightest 
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appearance of rebellion, the old lady 
immediately took to her bed, keeping 
her unfortunate daughter in constant 
attendance, and rising, after a week or 
so, with her point gained, and looking 
stronger and more determined than 
ever. 

Nor was Miss Lamble's favourite 
enjoyment of long walks, attired in 
rich fabrics, which even her mother 
could not prevent the Sandquay trades- 
men supplying her, without a certain 
drawback. 

A singular person, dressed in thread- 
bare clothes, and wearing a slouched 
felt hat, which prevented any glimpse 
of his face, except a shaggy, red beard, 
might be observed to follow the heiress 
on most occasions when she left the 
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house. No one had ever seen him 
speak to her, nor did he follow very 
closely; but whenever you passed Miss 
Lamble airing her splendid garments in 
a country lane, you would always meet, 
at about a couple of hundred yards dis- 
tance, the red-bearded man thoughtfully 
pursuing the same direction. 

Some said he was an old lover, ex- 
piating his remorse at having jilted Miss 
Lamble in her less prosperous days. 
Some that he found money left for 
him on gate-posts. Others had the 
idea that he was a harmless lunatic, 
who considered himself aggrieved in 
some way by Miss Lamble's good for- 
tune. 

He had certainly never been seen at 
Sandquay previously; he had arrived 
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with the new state of things, and had to 
be accepted with the rest of the unex- 
pected disagreeables. 

At length the party arrived at the end 
of the ravine and reached the open moor- 
land. Another conple of miles brought 
them to the pound, into which the ponies 
had been driven. It was a rough structure, 
with walls about five feet high, composed 
of great, rudely-piled stones, gathered off 
the moor, and had been used from 
time immemorial for its present purpose. 
Standing upon a little hillock, that en- 
abled them to overlook the enclosure, 
they saw about a hundred of the shaggy 
little animals, which, accustomed to roam 
unchecked the surrounding waste, pro- 
tested in loud whinnyings and rushings 
to and fro against their imprisonment. 
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In the middle stood a group of farmers, 
moormen and others, interested in the 
marking of the young colts. The young 
timid creatures, born on the moor and 
hitherto untouched by man, kept close 
to their dams, thus rendering their 
identification easy. Their owners walked 
busily about the pound, driving the 
ponies before them in a struggling 
drove. 

A colt singled out, its owner plunged 
into the mass, apparently to the certain 
danger of being kicked or trampled 
down, and, after a more or less 
exciting pursuit, seized it round the 
neck, and grasping it firmly by the 
nose, endeavoured to throw it to the 
ground. The struggle was often a 
Severe one. The untamed little creature 
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made a furious resistance, frequently 
dragging its captor a considerable dis- 
tance. But in the end it was always 
thrown down, a packing needle threaded 
with tape thrust through its ear and 
fastened, and the colt rose, consider- 
ably sobered by its first experience 
of the servitude whose badge it now 
wore. 

A more arduous encounter took place 
when a full-grown mare, whose tape 
had been worn out, required remarking. 
Two or three men were wanted to master 
the stronger and more obstinate beast; 
though some old stagers took it quietly 
enough, as an operation they had ex- 
perienced before. 

The Rector and Wilmot — who after 
a trip into Cornwall had come for a 
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few days more to Pothanger — entered 
into the thing with great zest. They 
went into the pound, criticised the animals 
and picked out what they considered the 
most promising youngsters with great 
acumen. 

Wilmot, having had to pass through 
Sandquay, had been furnished with an 
introduction to the Rector by his friend, 
and had stumbled upon him as he was 
teaching the young fisher lads to swim 
in the harbour. 

" I give them sixpence when they can 
swim across," said he. "Come up and 
smoke a pipe with me in the evening, 
it is better than calling." 

During the evening the colonisation 
scheme was of course discussed in all its 
bearings. 
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"I should like to go with you, my- 
self," said the Eector. " You want a 
clergyman. Groing to church, if only 
regarded as a sort of muster, or dress 
parade, to hear the main tenets of mo- 
rality and conduct read over, is an 
important means of moral discipline. 
If I were a younger man I would 
go." 

"I should like to have a clergyman 
of the Church of England, but they 
all have such an extraordinary idea of 
a fixed stipend. They understand the 
labouring class. I have had several 
dissenters apply, but few of them have 
ever lived amongst agricultural labourers; 
they seem to be mainly recruited from 
the shop-keeping class. Beside which 
their standard of culture is the ability to 
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contribute feeble articles to religious 
magazines. We should have all our 
little struggles and failures appear in 
some such journal from a sort of 
missionary-amongst-the-heathen point of 
view." 

The Eector knew and was welcomed 
by everybody. He inquired after the 
children he had christened, the prospects 
of the hay crop, and whether the trout 
had begun to " come on" in the moorland 
streams. 

As the ladies were now tired of stand- 
ing, and the wrestling bouts were not 
very likely to interest them, an ad- 
journment was proposed to Pothanger, 
where Heathfield announced he had pro- 
vided refreshments. 

Crossing a heathy ridge, they entered 
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a narrow valley, with a tiny stream run- 
ning down its centre. 

"The trout in this stream," said 
Heathfield, "are of a beautiful, yellow 
colour, like gold, and have spots like 
Vermillion. I wish I could show you 
one." 

Evelyn, who hardly knew what a 
trout was, but thought from the descrip- 
tion, and the small size of the stream 
that it must be a kind of newt, 
said, " she should have liked to have 
seen one very much." 

"And they are splendid eating too," 
said Miss Lamble. " The bigger ones 
are all very well, but these little 
fellows, the size of sprats, are simply 
delicious." 

Miss Lamble was in high spirits. 
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and heartily enjoying herself. She 
was away from her mother, who 
she was wont to acknowledge was 
a little trying; and a furtive look 
behind now and then convinced 
her that she had given the slip to 
the red-bearded man. She nourished 
the delusion that no one but herself 
was aware of that singular person's 
persecution of her. This probably 
arose from her mother not being 
aware of it; what had escaped her 
mother, she thought could hardly be 
penetrated by anyone else. The fact 
that old Mrs. Lamble only left the 
house twice in the year, to receive 
a pension as the widow of an 
officer of Marines, was perhaps not 
sufficiently estimated in this calculation. 
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About halfway down the valley, 
they came to an abandoned mining 
work. The gaunt, iron wheel re- 
mained in its supports of rough 
masonry, as it had stopped when 
the enterprise had been given up. 
The long, wooden trough, precariously 
supported upon tall bleached poles, 
was in a shattered and ruinous coui* 
dition. A great length of it stood 
up beside the wheel, as it had fallen 
and lodged on some stormy night; 
the poles that had kept it in 
position still standing in a forlorn, 
aimless manner. Great heaps of rust* 
coloured rubbish, broken poles and 
boards were scattered about the ground. 
Against a bank leaned a tumbledown 
hut, that had been used by the miners 
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as a shelter, or to keep their tools 
Id. It was chiefly in this mine that 
Heathfield's money had disappeared, 
in his Uncle's endeavours to retrieve his 
own squandered fortune at his ward's 
expense. 

All but Heathfield were astonished 
to see a light curl of smoke rising 
from the rude chimney of the 
hut. 

"Bless me!" said Miss Lamble, 
" can anyone live in this wretched 
place ?" 

" Yes," said he, " a poor half- 
crazed woman has lived here for years. 
How she survives the winter I can't 
tell." 

" But where does she get her fuel ?" 
said the Lady of the Manor. 
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"Oh, she helps herself where the 
peat has been cut and left to dry. 
She is wide-awake enough in some 
things ; she goes on long begging excur- 
sions about the country, sometimes to 
great distances." 

" And all this pile of wood ; 
where does she get that?" asked 
Evelyn. 

" Oh, the fact is I have been splitting 
some lately for my own use — there is 
any quantity of it in the bogs — and 
I sent my man over with a few 
pieces. She is my nearest neighbour, you 

know." 

*■ 

For reply, Heathfield received a frank, 
direct look of approval from a pair 
of sweet, half-tearful eyes, that gave 
him an odd sensation of pleasure. 
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This cMd, he thought, will be a beauti- 
ful, pure-hearted woman in a year or 
two. There is no one at Sandquay fit 
to mate with her; or capable even of 
touching her heart. She will probably 
marry that one who most excites her 
compassion. I wonder what she will 
think of Pothanger; I have always 
been sensitive to the opinion of chil- 
dren. 

The verdict pronounced by the fair, 
candid face was hardly of a satisfactory 
character. The long, low room, with 
its shelves of dusty books and yawn- 
ing, fenderless hearth, was hardly 
consonant with Evelyn's ideas of 
comfort. The floor was too bare, the 
furniture too wooden, and the light 
struggled too dimly through the small 
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leaded panes. It was a room that 
looked better by firelight than in the 
day. 

But to how many generations, since 
the time when its rough, unshaped 
stones had been gathered off the moor, 
had it been a home 1 How many had 
spent long, toilsome days, struggling 
with the unwilling soil and bitter 
elements, and returned at eve to 
shelter at its hearth. Heathfield would 
sometimes, in dreamy moments, seated 
by his heap of smouldering fuel, 
endeavour to people the place with 
its former inmates. Whatever had 
been uncouth and unlovely in their 
lives had gone with them to the 
earth, their humanity remained to haunt 
the dumb old house. 
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A liking for • old furniture and ap- 
pliances, formed hj hands that had 
long been still, was part of Heathfield's 
character. He regarded these things 
with something of reverence, aad 
would not let them perish before 
their time. Their monetary value 
had, in a sense, lapsed with time; 
they had become a heritage left 
him by their forgotten makers — 
pathetic memorials to show they 
had lived, and not unprofitably, on 
earth. 

But Evelyn was not the sort of 
person to be influenced by considera- 
tions such as these — at least not 
until they had been fully explained 
to her. The dirtiest living baby, or 
distressed person, that Heathfield would 
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have regarded with disgust, tempered 
by charity, would have interested her 
whole heart. She had in fact very 
little sympathy for past or distant 
things. 

Assisted by Wilmot, who had taken 
great pains in the matter, the "Master 
of Pothanger," as the Rector would 
sometimes slyly call him, had provided 
quite a banquet. The local delicacies, 
the plover's eggs and fried trout, met 
with perhaps the most unanimous ap- 
proval. 

" Now," said Miss Lamble, " I think 
I have had some of everything. I can't 
imagine how that uncouth, dumb 
creature managed to fry these trout. 
We never get trout cooked like 
it." 
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"It is long practice," replied Heath- 
field. "They are not cooked in a 
frying pan, but in one of those great, 
shallow, iron pots, in which by the by we 
also bake our bread. As for the trout, 
you heat the thick, iron pot until a lump 
of butter thrown into it runs imme- 
diately and steams. Then pop in 
your trout, which are done almost before 
you can turn them." 

On the homeward route, the Rector 
commenced to make some remarks, 
half serious, half jocular, upon his host's 
mode of life, in which he was ably 
seconded by Wilmot. 

Heathfield made little or no reply; 
but, just before their arrival at the 
lime-kilns, in one of whose capacious 
hollows the boat had been drawn up. 
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he ventured to ask Evelyn her opinion 
of the matter. But the "I can't think 
how you can live so," from that young 
lady, uttered with a genuine wonder 
that was almost compassion, hardly 
repaid him for the experiment. 

"But," said she, at parting, "you 
have given us a most delightful day, 
and of course everyone has his own 
tastes in such things.** 
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"THS J4E6ATTA BALL. 




HE day after the pony drive, 
Wilmot announced tbe inten- 
tion of going over to Cross- 
ford, previous to his departure for Scot- 
land. 

" I must have a good proportion of 
Scotchmen amongst my emigrants, and 
I am going to my own native place to 
select them," said he. 
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" How do you make your choice ?" 
asked his host, 

" Well, I endeavour to choose those 
who are good parents and good gar- 
deners. I don't care so very much 
about excessive thrift or saving. People 
having that can get on here or any- 
where. Moreover, I do not wish to 
initiate a sordid, or money-grubbing 
community. If I can procure for my 
commonwealth a fair level of comfort 
and contentment in return for continuous, 
but not slavish, toil, I shall be satisfied. 
Social improvement will always follow 
upon such a state of things ; that is 
if it is not outrivalled by that ignis 
fatuus to the working man — politics." 

When his friend had gone, Heathfield 
took his rod and commenced to whip 
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the little stream. He meant to fish 
down for several miles and arrive at 
the best portion of the river, where the 
trout were large and already in fair 
condition, about eleven o'clock, that be- 
ing he knew the time of the first good 
rise at that season of the year. But, 
somehow or other, he did not find him- 
self entering into the sport with his 
usual zest. With his philosophical fond- 
ness for getting at the root of things, 
he had long ago decided that the love 
of sport was an instinct, inherited from 
the time when men had to hunt and fish 
to Kve. Jt was like the pleasure of 
eating, superadded to its necessity. That 
man enjoyed angling the most who could 
ignore his mental part altogether, and 
fish with mere concentrated, animal in- 
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stinct like an otter ; who could, in fact, 
become absorbed into nature — a part of 
her machinery. This may explain his 
contentment to live alone on the moors ; 
he enjoyed a kind of sporting sufism ; 
in common, he often told himself, with 
Shaugh, whose absorption in sport 
was far more complete than his 
master*s. 

But to-day his mental powers refused 
to be put on one side. Prom long 
practice he dropped his flies lightly 
enough on the water, fishing the eddies 
and quiet tails 6f streams where he 
knew the trout, not yet strong enough 
for rougher water, were chiefly lyings 
But beyond this his power of attention 
did not assist him, and numerous were 
the trout which he simply pricked or 
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turned over for a moment with a golden 
flash in the brown water. . But it was not 
until with a rash, hurried strike, followed 
by a big, indignant swirl, he found he 
had risen and lost his fly in the three- 
pound trout he had almost daily tried 
for since the beginning of the season, 
without even being aware that he had 
arrived at the haunt of the monster, 
that he determined to give up fishing for 
a little while. 

Turning away from the stream, he 
commenced climbing the rough, rocky 
Bide of Fox Hill. 

" I am afraid," he said to himself, 
" my enthusiastic visitor has infected me 
with some of his crotchets; I have a 
desperately unsettled feeling." 

Nevertheless, when he reached the sum- 
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mit of the hiU and sat down to rest, 
his face was not turned in the direction 
of Crossford, where he knew his friend 
must be just arriving, but towards the 
little half-rustic, half-maritime town of 
Sandquay, sitting by the side of her 
placid estuary like a pretty country lass, 
with her feet in the water. The well- 
known landscape, however, had not much 
part in his reflections. He was think- 
ing of the old and, he had taught him- 
self to believe, now forgotten grievance, 
the loss of his fortune and position. 
There had often been times when this 
had weighed heavily upon him. But the 
asperity of these moments had hitherto 
been softened by a sense of wrong, 
almost of self-pity, together with the 
comfort of possessing tastes, which ren- 
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dered his solitary life really enjoyable. 
But to-day he was oppressed by the 
hard, bitter fact of his comparative 
poverty, as he had never been before. 
That which had been a half-pleasing 
pain, alleviated rather than heightened 
by the remonstrances of his friends, 
had suddenly become a torture. There 
was all the anguish of the reopening 
of an old wound, with fresh and more 
painful symptoms. 

It was not until nearly the middle 
of the afternoon, that, rousing himself 
with the reminder that he must have 
something to show for his day's angling, 
he descended the hill and resumed 
his sport. Fishing with the rapidity 
of a man getting through a set 
task, he soon had a fair basket of trout. 
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" What do you say," he said, on 
his return, to Wilmot, who, pipe in 
mouth, was packing up his things, 
" to another day at Sandquay? To- 
morrow is their regatta. We can stay 
the night at old Mrs. Lamble's; she 
is a connection of mine." 

" Why, what's in the wind now ?" 
said Wihnot, with some astonishment. 
" I thought you never went there. 
But I'm glad to find you still take an 
interest in the outer world. I'll go 
with pleasure. I should like to see 
that fine, old clergyman again, and 
that pretty little niece of his. I beUeve 
I shall take you to Canada wdth me 
yet. I'll mention an inducement. With 
the little capital you would obtain by 
selling this place and your house at 
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Sandquay, added to mine, we should 
be in the position to ask that poor 
fellow at Crossford to join us, as a 
sort of junior partner. He would 
manage a saw-mill and timber busi- 
ness, a necessity to our little settle- 
ment. While you and I would be, in 
a few years, the largest pig-jobbers in 
the country." 

" Pig-jobbers !" said Heathfield with 
an involuntary burst of laughter. 

" Well ! bacon-curers if you like that 
better. I do not mean to go in for 
cattle. Every bushel of maize I grow 
will be used in the production of bacon. 
You see it is a thing already done 
with profit. We should have a large 
curing establishment, and be able to 
purchase every pig the poorer emigrants 
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could breed. There is room for any 
extension of such a trade. Not only 
America, but the whole of Europe are 
its customers. Bacon is the only meat 
vast multitudes are able to obtain, 
and the demand for it will increase 
year by year." 

" Poor Goodchild ! what a pity he 
has not got a little money I I believe 
that you and he would do aU you say." 

" He is a shrewd, industrious fel- 
low," said Wilmot, " with a capital 
head for business. He would be an ac- 
quisition." 

*• Well ! get out your rod again. 
We will fish down to the estuary ; Miss 
Lamble is fond of trout, you know; 
and get into Sandquay in the after- 
noon. I have a boat of my own down 
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at the lime-kilns. The man in the cot- 
tage takes care of it.'* 

Following this programme, the two 
friends arrived the next day at Sand- 
quay, greatly to the delight of Miss 
Lamble, whose mother had shown 
general symptoms of an unusually vigo- 
rous attack of illness, and the poor 
heiress had come to the melancholy 
conclusion that the delights of the re- 
gatta ball were not to be for her. She 
was as fond of parties as any girl of 
seventeen, and she shrewdly calculated 
that the visit of the two gentlemen 
would create an effective diversion in 
her mother's state of health. 

Mrs. Lamble was fond of Heathfield, 
who possessed the somewhat rare talent 
of being able to please old people. 
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There is one advantage in what we 
may call the philosophic temperament ; it 
enables the young to listen with attention, 
and even interest, to the garrulity of age. 

The old lady, at once, acquiesced in 
the proposal that the two gentlemen 
should join her daughter's party for 
the ball — an arrangement which struck 
Wilmot with amazement, for, disliking 
such things himself, he had * hitherto 
had the impression that his friend de- 
tested them. 

" It's all right," said that gentle- 
man calmly, ** I've brought your dress 
clothes. I went up into your room 
and put them in the bag. I thought 
we should be let in for this." 

^*Welli" said Wilmot, "now let us 
call on Forrester." 



Digi 



tized by Google 



CROSSPORD. 131 



** He wouldn't be at home," replied 
his friend after a slight hesitation. " The 
whole place is out of doors to-day. He 
is on some yacht or other. We may as 
well go and see the sailing matches. It's 
all done in the harbour." 

Going down to the chief hotel, Heath- 
field soon fell in with a friend, who 
took the two off to his yacht, one of 
a line moored along the course. 

Wilmot observed that his companion 
threw himself into the gaiety and ex- 
citement of the scene, in an extraor- 
dinarily hearty manner for him. " He 
seems excited and aroused," he thought, 
*• I really believe my arguments have 
had an effect upon him. I thought what 
I said about the demand for bacon 
seemed to strike him." 
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As thej walked back, after the last 
duck had been hunted, and there was 
nothing but the ball to look forward 
to, Wilmot confided to the, as he sup- 
posed, sympathetic ear of his friend, his 
method of attending that festivity. 

" We will just walk through the fair 
in the town meadow and smoke a cigar 
or two, until it gets pretty late, then 
we can put in an appearance for a little 
while, and quietly adjourn to the club. 
There are sure to be two or three other 
recalcitrant spirits, and we can get up 
a quiet pool, or rubber/' 

** But you forget," said Heathfield, 
" we are going with Miss Lamble*s 
party; we shall, probably, be the first 
there." 

As the evening wore on, the town 
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presented quite a gay appearance. 
Nearly all the houses were lit up, and 
the effect of the sparkles of light upon 
the dark hillside was exceedingly cheer- 
ful. 

The streets were full of people, and 
a bright glare from the town meadow 
announced that the amusements there 
were in 'full swing. 

The Town Hall, in which the ball 
was to be held, was in the same street 
with Mrs. Lamble's house, and nearly 
opposite the little club. This latter 
was a nondescript institution, only pos- 
sible in such a town as Sandquay, 
where the gentry and leading trades- 
men played billiards and read the 
papers. 

As Heathfield had anticipated, Miss 
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Lamble's party was the first in the 
ball-room. The next to arrive was Lord 
Saltmore, one of the stewards, a brisk, 
clean-shaven, little man of sixty, or 
thereabouts, with a neat, dapper figure ; 
exceedingly polite, and looking Kke a 
high-bred, game bantam. 

He was extremely affable to every 
body, and there was an agreeable fit- 
ness of the man to the oJBBce, which 
was quite captivating. He was fol- 
lowed by Mr. Hevetor, a rich tea- 
merchant, who had taken a villa at 
Sandquay, which he occasionally visited 
in a great, steam yacht, with a band on 
board, and all the other paraphernalia 
of self-conscious opulence. 

This gentleman had, at first, attempted 
to overawe and even patronise the inde- 
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pendent, sharp-tempered little town ; but 
having been deliberately blackballed at an 
attempt to join the local yacht-club, he had 
altered his tone, and been graciously 
forgiven. No town of its size, or twenty 
times its size, could possibly have a 
finer, corporate, or general, sense of its 
own dignity than Sandquay. 

The great man himself was extremely 
portly and important in appearance, and 
was greeted in the deftest manner by 
Lord Saltmore, who took him in hand 
like a small, courteously-peremptory 
revenue cutter overhauling a bulky 
merchantman. He was followed by 
Mr. Pollen, the son of an attorney 
who had accumulated money, with his 
wife and a large family of sons and 
daughters. The Pollens were all very 
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handsome and very much alike. The 
girls were tall, square-shouldered, with 
big, unabashed, brown eyes; the men 
well-made ai>d good-looking, and having, 
in a deliberate, but somewhat fatuous, 
way, a very high opinion of them- 
selves. The whole family were tacitly 
united in the endeavour to appear very 
aristocratic people indeed. They were 
acquainted with all the minutiae of good 
breeding. Their conversation was always 
in the latest possible style; they scru- 
pulously reproduced the most recent 
phrases and turns of speech, however 
fatuous, often with a gravity that was 
not a little diverting. They were the 
ritualists of ton. 

Visitors to Hole Place had been 
known to plead urgent business, after 
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less than a week of the arid, rigo- 
rooSy high-life routine of the house. 
To observe the rules of good breed- 
ing for general comfort's sake is plea- 
sant enough, but to have this aim 
ignored, and the rules themselves made 
the object of a kind of fetish worship, 
is not so agreeable. 

Lord Saltmore rather avoided the 
Pollens, as being a little without his 
simple experience — neither flesh nor 
fowl. The men he had no difficulty 
with; but the Pollen girls would have 
had things their own way with Beau 
Nash himself. 

The room now rapidly began to fill. 
The Sandquay people had a primitive 
habit of getting the most they could 
out of any entertainment. For in- 
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stance, their municipal dinners were 
usually fixed for a very early hour 
in the afternoon, so as to allow of 
a reasonable period for enjoyment be- 
fore closing time. This period was 
not always devoted to " harmony/* 
Sandquay, it must be confessed, was 
rather belligerent than otherwise in the 
persons of its civic authorities ; and 
its municipal elections were conducted 
with a fervour unknown elsewhere. 
The day for the election of mayor 
being close at hand, an atmosphere 
of contention pervaded the very ball- 
room. 

The contest lay between the two 
principal doctors in the place. Dr. 
Flint having been announced a candi«* 
date. Dr. Tutcher, being also a town* 
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councillor, was bound by the unwritten, 
but exigent, traditions of the place^ 
to come forward in opposition. He 
would otherwise have been regarded 
as not merely deficient in ordinary 
manliness, but as one whose decadence 
had obviously commenced, a man who 
had grossly deceived his friends and 
supporters. It only remained for any 
other aspirant, in face of an arrange^ 
ment which promised to excite so much 
popular interest, to retire. It must be 
confessed, however, that neither prac- 
titioner exhibited the slightest reluctance 
to confound the other. 

But we must return to the ball- 
room. The Rector and his niece ar- 
rived rather late. Evelyn was dressed 
very simply in white muslin, and looked 
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very fresh and pretty. Heathfield soon 
found that she possessed a firm convic- 
tion that the sole aim and object of 
a ball was dancing. She danced every 
dance with unfailing amusement and 
freshness. Nor could Heathfield, if he 
had any such desire, flatter himself that 
he had advanced himself in her estima- 
tion in the few dances he managed to 
secure with her. Though good-tempered 
enough to tolerate the clumsiest mid- 
shipman in the room, it was plain that 
she preferred a good partner to a 
bad one, and Heathfield was but an 
indifferent performer. 

Neither Heathfield nor his friend, 
as they walked over to the club at 
the conclusion of the ball, were in 
very high spirits. The former was 
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conscious of an undefined impression 
in his own mind that he was en- 
gaged in a diflBcult enterprise. A wild 
bird may be more hopelessly scared by 
the first who attempts to encage it, 
than by the one who eventually suc- 
ceeds in its capture. 

Wilmot was not only bored, but 
more tired than if he had walked 
twenty miles after snipe on the 
moors. 

In the club, the lingering gaiety of 
the great holiday of the year was 
dying hard. Many of the gentlemen, 
after escorting their fair charges home, 
had returned to this common rendez- 
vous. The weaker sex were all ready 
for bed, but their protectors seemed 
made of a sterner material ; or perhaps 
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the intermittent hospitality of the day 
had resulted in a slight feeling of 
restlessness. That a final glass with 
a cigar would do no great harm,- 
appeared to be the prevailing 
opinion. 

A game of whist of an unusually 
noisy description was going forward, 
the players surrounded by a ring of 
critical spectators. By one of those 
freaks of fortune which sometimes hap- 
pen when the reserve of polite society 
is a little thawed, Drs, Flint and 
Tutcher were not only sitting at the 
same card-table, but had cut partners. 
Dr, Flint, who was a jovial soul, 
with sporting tendencies, appeared un- 
usually subdued and quiet. At length 
his meditations residted in the convic- 
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tion that the present was a providenti- 
ally appropriate opportunity for a re- 
conciliation with his rival. Suddenly 
holding out his hand across the table, 
he ejaculated in an emotional manner, 

" I say, make it up, old man — come 
on. 

Dr. Tutcher was visibly embarrassed 
by this gaucherie^ whilst the bystanders 
expressed the delight the incident 
afforded them by nudges and suppresed 
laughter. The rivalry between the two 
practitioners was in fact of an ancient 
and long-standing character. 

Affecting not to notice the out- 
stretched hand of his opponent, Dr. 
Tutcher rose, and whilst the benevolent 
look upon Dr. Flint's rubicund counte- 
nance changed to a less amiable ex- 
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pression, threw down his cards; arid 
saying he could not play as his 
partner was disabled from attending 
to the game, bade the company good- 
night; 

Still keeping his arm outstretched 
upon the table, Dr. Flint looked round 
to catch the approbation of his friends 
with a smile of triumph, and in the 
the storm of laughter which followed, 
the festivities of Sandquay regatta 
may be said to have termi- 
nated. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



THE KING OF HOLE COVE. 




jpSERE were only three houses in 
Hole Cove, of a class better 
than the squalid dwellings 
of the fishermen. One of these was oc- 
cupied by a retired Sandquay trades- 
man, who had been one of the 
principal patrons of the smugglers 
in former times. In another, lived 
Captain Battershill, a merchant- 
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skipper, who had established a small 
business in coal, artificial manures, and 
whatever was in request by the neigh- 
bouring farmers. In the third, a 
pretty cottage, standing in about an 
acre of pleasure-ground at the back 
of the village, resided the most im- 
portant person in the place — Major 
Lomax. 

This gentleman, with his wife and 
daughter, had not long been Bottled 
at the Cove; and had at first been 
received with the not readily appeas- 
able suspicion, with which the natives 
were accustomed to regard anyone not 
born and bred in the neighbourhood. 
This exclusiveness was a strong feature 
in the character of the Cove people, 
and was no doubt a vestige, or linger- 
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ing indication of their former pur- 
suits, wluch, as we have hinted, were 
of a character to render the presence 
of outsiders undesirable. 

Hole Cove was reached from the 
main road by a narrow lane, looking 
so like the mere track to some farm^ 
house, that few ventured to explore 
it. Those persevering spirits who, 
mastering the frequent impulse to turn 
back, at length found themselves, 
upon turning a corner, in the very 
midst of the private life of the place 
— for nearly everything was done 
out of doors at Hole Cove — were 
usually received with such a universal 
stare of insulted privacy, that the 
boldest would be compelled to dive 
into the " Jolly Sailor," with the affecta- 
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tion of merely having come out of his 
way for a glass of ale; while some, 
with less readiness of character, have 
been known to hasten up the Coast- 
guard path, with a desperate assump- 
tion of pursuing a well-known 
road, which committed them to a 
five miles perambulation of Burrow 
Head. 

The only public-house in the place 
was " The Jolly Sailor : who'd a 
thought it!'* This legend or ejacula- 
tion, which was written in smaller 
characters under the main title, did 
not arise from the fact that the house 
was so dirty and unwholesome-looking 
that even a sailor might be reason- 
ably supposed to find a difficulty in 
being jolly in it, but had reference 
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to a time of calamity — that critical 
period when the establishment of the 
Coastguard station had given a death- 
blow to the main industry of the 
place — when the jolly mariner had dis- 
appeared for a while beneath the 
saddening waters of bankruptcy. It 
was a kind of perpetual ejaculation of 
triumphant wonder at his reappearance, 
upon the solid ground of vending 
liquors with the approval of the 
excise. 

The people of Hole Cove, however, 
were not, as a whole, much given to 
joking. They were a morose set; the 
transition from mellow hollands to hard 
cider seemed to have permanently soured 
them. 

But Major Lomax did not long remain 
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unpopular. He entered into the pisca- 
torial occupations of the place with a 
keen fcest, having purchased a sailing- 
boat at Sandquay, and hired a lad 
from the Cove to attend him. It was 
true, this boy averred, that his master 
was rather difficult to get on with, 
bursting now and then into perfect 
storms of passion. But this did not 
have much efEect upon the Cove, where 
an impression prevailed that the more a 
boy was knocked about and sworn at, the 
better for him. 

Major Lomax went out fishing almost 
every day that the weather permitted, 
but never failed to make his appear- 
ance in the parlour of the "Jolly 
Sailor'* of an evening, where he soon 
became extremely popular. He was 
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about fifty, with iron-grey hair and 
moustache, and a somewhat irascible ex- 
pression of countenance. 

It soon became evident that he was 
not to be contradicted. This borne 
well in mind, he was found a very 
agreeable person to get on with. 
There was an indistinct feeling that 
somehow or other he had, in common 
with the Cove folk, some kind of dis- 
like or enmity against the powers of 
authority and government. " The Major 
is on our side, he is," was the usual 
somewhat vague way of describing this 
feeling. 

It was found, too, that he could 
consume a reasonable quantity of strong 
liquor, an accomplishment very well 
thought of at the Cove. As for his 
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rather tyrannical manner and love of 
command, that was not in the least 
to his detriment; it being quite the 
general idea that such were the proper 
attributes to a person of his im- 
portance. Most of the men had 
made one or two voyages, and had 
acquired the sailors' liking for a 
loud-voiced, domineering skipper over 
them. 

The Major, too, was not above com- 
plaining of the stinginess of Govern- 
ment in the matter of half -pay ; thereby 
striking an immensely sympathetic chord 
in the breasts of his auditors, for impe- 
cuniosity was the prevailing grievance of 
the place. 

" You ought to have a steam- 
launch to take your fish to Taw- 
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mouth, instead of being obliged to sell 
them at half-price at Sandquay. If 
it were not for this cursed half- 
pay, I'd get one for you my- 
self/' 

The parlour of the " Sailor'* was an 
unexpectedly comfortable apartment. It 
was removed by the width of an in- 
tervening passage from the kitchen, 
where the fishermen caroused. Major 
Lomax always occupied an armchair 
at the head of the table, which 
distinction the host had invested him 
with, as soon as it was discovered that 
he was disposed to come amongst the 
natives, " without no stinking pride," as 
they phrased it. 

There were three or four who might 
always be found in the little parlour 
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after eight o'clock in the evening. The 
most important of these was Jehu Meads, 
a sheep-farmer, living upon the edge of 
the moorland, and reputed to be of 
great wealth. This man had walked in 
to the " Jolly Sailor'* from his home, 
a distance of seven miles, every even- 
ing for years, without missing a single 
time. He did not talk much, but 
drank hard, the landlord refilling his 
glass without comment or request as 
soon as it became empty. At the hour 
of closing, the host would lead him 
out and set his face in the right 
direction for home, to which he would 
instinctively trudge, a mere automatic 
framework of a man walking with 
numb, swooning brain through the 
darkness. The next day he would be 
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up and out with his labourers amongst 
the sheep, the first of all. He had 
made all his money by his own 
toil and parsimony, and had not 
been sober a single night for many 
years. 

The next was Captain Battershill, a 
jolly, little man, who told capital stories, 
but sufEered from a disability to keep 
pace with his less volatile companions 
in the consumption of strong liquor. 
By his side always sat the retired 
tradesman, who was silent and reserved, 
and sheltered his taciturnity behind the 
loquacity of his friend. He could im- 
bibe a great deal in a quiet way, but 
had never shown symptoms of being 
really " overcome** except once, when, 
upon leaving the inn one moonlight 
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night, he had quietly laid down in the 
middle of a little, shallow brook that 
ran down the centre of the Cove. Cap- 
tain Battershill had upon that occasion 
walked towards his unfortunate friend 
with the object, as every one thought, of 
pulling him out, but really to lie down, 
with all the gravity of drunken friendship, 
by his side. 

There were others who dropped in now 
and then of an evening, but only one of 
these came frequently enough to be called 
an hahitve. This was Mr. Jorman, an 
old ship's steward, who walked with a 
crutch. 

He was always, until the second 
glass, in the position of one who is 
allowed to be present by the agreeable 
condescension of his superiors. We have 
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said until the second glass, but arriving 
an hour or so late, though fulfilling 
that condition, was not attended with 
the same result. A certain period 
of probation must be and was ob- 
served with punctual accuracy every 
evening. Coming late exposed him to 
all the penalties of the social out- 
sider. 

Major Lomax, as we have described, 
soon became on good terms with the 
natives, but his popularity did not 
culminate, did not attain the height 
of his being styled by popular acclaim 
the " King of the Cove," until the 
first quarter-day after his arrival. 
Then it was discovered, with an electric 
thrill of sympathy, that ran through 
the village and encouraged the meekest 



Digi 



tized by Google 



158 CROSSPORD. 



defaulter to a bolder attitude, that the 
tenant . of Hole Cottage shared the 
universal objection to the disagreeable 
custom of paying rent. 

It was observed, moreover, that the 
lawyer had emerged with a troubled, 
if not discomfited, mien from the 
Major's door. Adding to this the fact 
that the voice of the fiery, little war- 
rior had been heard, in by no means 
conciliatory tones, through the French 
windows, it was concluded with univer- 
sal delight that the lawyer had met 
with his match. In fact, that person's 
staid manner of speaking in mea- 
sured legal terms, his, " I am afraid 
you will find the result as I have ex- 
plained it to you," or, " the legal aspect 
of the case is not very favourable to your 
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view," and so on, phrases which had 
struck alarm, if not conviction, into the 
souls of innumerable farmers, had had no 
effect whatever upon the new tenant of 
Hole Cottage. 

That gentlemen possessed, as the very 
core of his fervid disposition, an absolute 
practice of and regard for the truth. 
This joined to his antagonism to authority 
of any kind — the Major never could 
bear any one over him, his wife would 
say — ^had probably done him as much 
harm as good in life, but it was, at 
any rate, sufficient to settle his 
adversary, who, like many country 
practitioners, was helpless, in any un- 
expected contingency, away from his 
clerk. 

** The man is a damned liar," said 
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the Major, in describing the interview 
that evening. " There are some people 
so steeped in mendacity, that, by speak- 
ing sharply and unexpectedly to them, 
you may strike a lie out of them, 
just as you may sound a certain note 
of a piano by putting your finger on 
it. He said that Miss Lamble had 
instructed him to receive nothing but 
the full rent, which I knew by his 
manner was a lie, and I told him so. 
If some people have always to put 
up with half-pay, others must occa- 
sionally put up with half rent. I 
think that's a pretty obvious conclu- 
sion." 

" No rent at all, that's the thing," 
exclaimed a voice from the kitchen, 
for, upon occasions of such universal 
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and momentous interest as the pre- 
sent, the doors of the parlour and 
kitchen were opened, and a republican 
liberty of discussion, tempered by respect 
on the one hand and condescension 
on the other, reigned in the little 
inn. 

"No," said the Major with dignity, 
" that is not the thing. Every one should 
pay to the best of his ability. An 
agreeable equilibrium should be main- 
tained.'* 

From the quantity of liquor con- 
sumed it would appear, to an un- 
initiated person, that the company had 
just been receiving rents, rather than 
protesting their inability to pay them. 
But hope is the pecuHar stay of the 
fisherman. As each man ordered an 
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extra allowance of grog to be scored 
up, his thoughts probably went out to 
certain little corks, tossing upon the 
troubled waters round the Stack or 
Mewstone, and expectation, quickened by 
alcohol, pictured an unusual haul of lob- 
sters on the morrow. 

The host, who had to take the thing in 
a larger way, as a question of the general 
average rather than the particular catch, 
was, perhaps, not so sanguine. Never- 
theless he joined in manfully on the 
popular side, and rose completely to 
the occasion, and demonstrated that 
he was of the right sort, by supply- 
ing certain topers whose scores had 
long out-run the limit of forbear- 
ance. 

Although Captain Battershill and the 
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few prosperous people of the Cove were 
full rent payers, it was difficult for 
them to escape the prevailing infection 
of men brought together by a common 
grievance. It was an evening to be 
remembered at the Cove. Even Major 
Lomax and Mr. Jorman, the social 
antipodes of the httle parlour, found 
unexpectedly agreeable qualities in each 
other, and parted, when the hour of 
closing arrived, with demonstrations of 
mutual esteem. 

We should be sorry to have to say 
anything to the detriment of such 
choice spirits, but it is a fact that 
the short walk homewards in the fresh 
air blowing from the sea, seemed to 
have an irritating efEect upon their 
tempers. At any rate, a quarter of 
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an hour after their display of mag- 
nanimity, Jorman, at one end of the 
village, was calling the attention of 
his somnolent family to the fact that 
he was thirsty, by the effective expe- 
dient of sweeping his crutch along the 
shelves which held the domestic crockery ; 
while at the other, Major Lomax was 
occupied in smashing with a chopper the 
panels of the drawing-room cheffonier, in 
which his trembling wife and daughter 
had imprudently conspired to hide the 
brandy. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



PEAWNING. 




T had been a custom at Cross- 
ford, during the lifetime of 
Lieutenant Goodchild, to give 
little rustic parties in the summer- 
time, either to explore the moorland, 
or to picnic at some delightful spot 
along the coast. Of these the most 
popular were certain trips by boat 
to Sanver Cove to catch prawns. 
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After his death, this laudable practice 
had fallen into desuetude. But of 
late, Mrs. Goodchild, having it in her 
mind to express her gratitude for 
many kindnesses shown to her by- 
friends and neighbours, when her own 
and her husband's relatives had held 
aloof, determined to give another prawn- 
ing party. 

The rendezvous was Hole Cove; and 
thither came, on the appointed day. 
Miss Lamble, who had driven over 
from Sandquay with Evelyn Forrester 
under her charge. The Rector was to 
join the party later in the day. 
The Lady of the Manor did not often 
visit the Hole Cove portion of her 
property. In the first place, the 
inhabitants invariably overwhelmed her 
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with a bewildering variety of com- 
plaints and requests, and in the 
second, there were people living there 
with whom the shy, unworldly heiress 
was unwilling to come in con- 
tact. 

Among these was the red-bearded 
man, whose general abiding place was 
the Cove; but Miss Lamble was used 
to him, it was a certain Mr. and Mrs. 
Linkhorn that she chiefly desired to 
avoid, 

Mrs, Linkhorn had been housekeeper 
to old Squire Lamble, and had 
been left in his will an annuity of 
seventy pounds a year. The old 
fellow had not lived an altogether 
irreproachable existence, and Mrs. Link- 
horn was accustomed to aver — 
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encouraged by the leniency ex- 
tended to sucli matters at the Cove — 
that her daughter had a far more 
natural right to the property than Miss 
Lamble, 

Mr. Linkhorn had been a postman. 
He was a melancholy, long-faced 
man, who rarely spoke. He spent 
his days in doing nothing; it was 
said this was part of the bargain 
when he married. Out of a cer- 
tain, lazy compulsion, he fell into 
the piscatory habits of the place; 
but could never be induced to go on 
the water. Every morning he would 
take his winder in hand, and with a 
few crabs for bait, trudge off to the 
rocks. 

Throwing his line into the water. 
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he would remain all day, with his 
knees hunched up to his chin, look- 
ing from a distance like a gorged 
cormorant. He seldom caught anything ; 
indeed it was said that he never 
examined his bait, but was contented 
for the rest of the day with his 
first throw in. It was his way 
of enjoying himself. He became quite 
a feature in the landscape. In run- 
ning in or out of the little Cove, 
there was Linkhorn always to be seen 
perched on his rock. On stormy days 
he spent his time at a little black- 
smith's forge on the beach, that had 
been converted to its present purpose 
from an old limekiln. 

Linkhorn leaned on one side of the 
door, and the red-bearded man on the 
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other. They appeared to derive satis- 
faction from watching the toil of the 
blacksmith. At certain fixed intervals 
they sent for beer, of which the black- 
smith was invited to partake. It is not 
on record that any one of them ever 
spoke. 

These people instead of being ashamed 
of themselves, as Miss Lamble con- 
sidered they ought to be, always greeted 
her with a bold stare of undisguised 
animosity. She was glad when the 
boat arrived from OroGsford. Evelyn, 
too, was not displeased when they 
got out of the Cove, and commenced 
to glide along the coast before a gentle 
wind. 

Like her companion, she had looked 
round once or twice in an uneasy 
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mainiar^ when waiting on the beach. 
The truth was, she was afraid that 
Frederick Heathfield mi^t be of the 
party. He had paid several more 
visits to Sandquay, always calling at 
the Eectory, and there had been some- 
thing in his manner which had struck 
Evelyn with a vague alarm. For 
though delighting in a little flirtation, 
the idea of anything "serious" filled 
her with something approaching to con- 
sternation. Her uncle had attributed 
these visits to his own persuasive 
powers, to the counsel he had so often 
given that Heathfield should give up 
his solitary life. He encouraged him to 
come, and made as much of him as might 
a missionary who has secured one real 
convert. 
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" It may be all very pleasant, you 
know, while you are young," he had 
said, "but in ten or twelve years it 
will be different. Your character will 
deteriorate. You will become a misan- 
thrope/' 

" I have been thinking it over lately," 
said Heathfield, looking at Evelyn's 
sweet profile, as she bent over some work. 
" As you say, it will be worse as I grow 
older. Nevertheless, when you say I 
should deteriorate, you show that you do 
not know so much about nature as I 
do." 

But the loveliness of the weather, 
and their exhilarating motion through 
the water, soon put all thoughts of 
trouble out of the heads of Miss 
Lamble and her charge. It was a 
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warm, balmy, spring day. The sea 
was tinted with delicate hues of sap- 
phire, broken by streaks of dark 
violet, where little flaws of wind 
crept along its surface; varied in the 
shallow, sandy bays with pale, clear 
green, and in the shadow of the cliffs 
with deepest emerald. The great head- 
lands rose sharply against a lucent 
blue sky; their innumerable, sunny 
hues intensified by contrast with great 
spaces of clear-cut shadow, where the 
tints of grass and rock were fused in a 
mysterious harmony, as if seen through 
pale purple glass. The yellow sand 
shone like gold, inlaid in streaks and 
patches between the dark rocks. Inland, 
the great forms of the Beacon and 
Black Down, were like faint, grey 
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clouds, hanging motionless on the 
horizon. 

The rest of the party consisted of 
Robert Goodchild, his mother and 
sister, and Miss Meldon, a young lady 
who lived with her companion, Mrs. 
Martin, also of the party, at Fresh- 
fields, a solitary place at the edge of 
the moorland, about three miles straight 
up the glen from Crossford. Major 
Lomax and his wife and daughter were 
to join them at Sanver Cove, the distance 
overland being inconsiderable, and Har- 
land, the artist, who was out sketching 
in the dinghy was to arrive there in the 
afternoon. 

The tide was already far out when 
the boat glided alongside a ledge of 
rock, and the party disembarked. The 
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shore at Sanver Cove was studded with 
little, clear pools, having a gravelly 
bottom and sides of shelving rock, con- 
ditions favourable to the existence of 
the fastidious prawn. Armed with 
little short-handled nets, the fishers ex- 
plored the clear pools. By lifting flat 
stones and fringes of seaweed, the 
cautious prawn could be seen, motion- 
less with a wary indecision, but pre- 
pared to shoot backwards with lightning 
speed, upon evidence of the whereabouts 
of the danger. This backward move- 
ment was, however, his weak point. 
By placing the net behind him, and 
gently motioning with the hand in 
front, he would slowly back, until a 
rapid scoop lifted him out in tri- 
umph. 
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The gentlemen, beside the smaller 
apparatus, were each provided with a 
large-hooped, long-handled net, baited 
with bits of fish. This was thrust into 
deep hollows in the larger pools, and 
suffered to remain three or four 
minutes, when sometimes a dozen or 
more prawns would be found to have 
been enticed by the savoury bait. Now 
and then a little shriek, or cry of 
triumph, announced the appearance, or 
capture, of some portentous prawn, 
some giant of the race. Sometimes it 
was a cry of alarm, usually resulting 
from the appearance of an eel. A 
sharp look-out was kept, when the 
tide commenced to ebb beyond its 
usual limit, for lobsters. There was a 
delightful cunosity in e^cploring what 
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was commonly the secret bottom of 
the sea. The ladies thought of trea- 
sures or wrecks. Major Lomax thought 
of the smugglers, with whom Sanver 
Cove had always been a favourite 
locality, and directed a keen observation 
upon any little heap of seaweed that 
might conceal a tub sunk in old times 
and never recovered. He had heard of 
such discoveries. 

He soon tired of this, however, and 
retired into the shadow of an over- 
hanging cliff, and conversed with the 
elder ladies about the curried prawns 
of India, and other appropriate sub- 
jects, and assisted them to build 
a fireplace. It was always the custom 
to boil a portion of the spoil upon the 
spot, and discuss it with brown bread 
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and butter, before attacking the more 
substantial viands. 

There is always some one at a pic- 
nic who may be observed, or sus- 
pected, to be not enjoying himself. In 
this instance it was Robert Good- 
child. The necessity for putting stilts 
beneath the boat as the tide receded, 
separated him from the rest; and he 
took advantage of this to continue his 
operations at, what may be called, a 
sulky distance. But his trouble was 
real enough. His inability to join 
Wilmot's emigration scheme was a keen 
disappointment to him. He had almost, 
at one time, thought it possible, but 
had now come to the conclusion that 
he was condemned to live and die at 
Crossford. In this frame of mind, 
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he found the excursion wearisome and 
distasteful in the extreme. 

The shadows of the cliffs were now 
black and colourless in the midday sun. 
They seemed to have an unreal, illu- 
sory appearance. It did not seem 
the same coast with whose beautiful 
features he was so well acquainted. 
The sea gleamed bright, metalUc and 
dazzling to the eye, and the sky about 
the horizon, where five or six great 
towers of canvas denoted far ofE activity 
and life, had a sickly glare. 

He was aroused from his abstraction 
by a voice calling : 

" Robert, I want to speak to you, 
dear I I want to say I do not wish 
to go to school. I have been talking 
it over with Miss Lomax, and she 

N 2 



Digi 



tized by Google 



i8o CROSSFORD. 



agrees that I ought not to burden 
you with it. She says she will teach 
me all the things herself, and think it 
something to do. I think that would be 
much nicer than school." 

" I am sure you must think me very 
neglectful,'* said Goodchild to Miss 
Lomax, " I ought to have been ex- 
plaining to you the mysteries of prawn- 
ing. But I had almost a hope, last 
week, that I could get away to Canada 
— a thing I should have liked very much 
— and the disappointment has made a 
perfect bear of me." 

" Oh, never mind ! I am sure you 
must have plenty to trouble you. I 
have been in Canada, but it was a long 
time ago. I can only remember that 
we were quite away in the wood^s, and 
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I liked it very much. I like quiet places 
and quiet people." 

" You must have travelled a good 
deal," said he. 

" Yes; I have been at the Cape, 
and Malta, and India of course. We 
have just come from India. We were 
very happy there. Papa had a district 
under him, where there were only two 
English families besides ourselves. It 
had been a dreadful place before we 
came. But papa put down the rob- 
bers, and made the whole district safe 
and orderly in less than a year. The 
natives came to look up to him like 
a prince, and every one praised him, 
and said how splendidly he was ma- 
naging. You do not know what he 
is by seeing him in this wretched place. 
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Then, unluckily for us, there came a 
young man, the son of some great lord. 
He was a Commissioner, or something, 
and had to make a report. Well, 
mamma implored my father, who does 
not like to be ordered by anybody, to 
be forbearing, and he promised to. 
But somehow or other they had words 
on the second day. The young man 
thought that papa had been too severe 
— as if you could put down robbery 
and licence without severity— and it 
ended in o^r being recalled." 

" What a shame it seems," said Good- 
child, with fervour, " it ought not to 
be allowed. Why, you have troubles of 
your own," he added, looking with a 
new interest upon the frank, sweet, 
piquant face beside him. He had met 
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Miss Lomax once or twice before, but 
had never spoken half-a-dozen sentences 
with her. 

'* You know this is not a good place 
for papa. He is a man of great force 
of character, and talent for command; 
but here he is spoilt by the poor, 
stupid life, and the miserable, nasty peo- 
ple. Oh, how I do hate the horrid 
people I But it seems we shall never 
get away from here. How I am talk- 
ing." 

" Not at all," said Goodchild, hardly 
knowing what he said. To meet any- 
one inclined to sympathise with his 
cares, having, indeed, -very similar causes 
of trouble, was an unusual refresh- 
ment. He could have taken this 
cheerful, brown-eyed girl by the hand, 
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and said : " Let us comfort one an- 
other." 

" You have a brave spirit," said he, 
" keep up your courage." 

He commenced prawning with a zest, 
showing her the best pools, and filling 
her basket with prawns. He was pleased 
when she laughed, and took great pains 
to amuse and interest her. Little Ethel 
held aloof with a sort of intuitive reti- 
cence; and by and by joined Miss 
Meldon, who was wandering along the 
cliffs in search of ferns. 

It thus happened that when Har- 
land, coming to join the party, rowed 
softly to a landing place in a deep 
cleft between the rocks, he was unex- 
pectedly charmed by the sight of a tall, 
graceful girl, in a pose of wonderful 
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beauty, endeavouring to detach a bunch 
of sea spleenwort from the roof of a 
little cavern, with her sunshade. 

The evident good-will of his efforts 
to detach a quantity of the fern with 
his boat-hook, and the young lady's 
laughing protest that she did not want 
the whole plantation, rendered their 
introduction, gravely performed by little 
Ethel, a less formal ceremony than 
usual. 

So rapidly had everything passed, 
that it was not until he was seated 
opposite the fair stranger at lunch, 
that Harland had time to confirm, or 
amend, his first impression, by more 
careful observation. He saw a tall, 
fair girl, with a clear complexion and 
dark, blue eyes; her demeanour quiet 
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and composed, but full of grace. To 
the intimacy into which the circum- 
stances of their meeting had at first 
betrayed her, there had succeeded a 
quiet reserve, with perhaps a tinge of 
embarrassment. 

" She repents now she sees what a 
worn, old-looking man I am. Thirty-four 
to her twenty, she can't be more," he 
thought. 

He was, in fact, not a handsome 
man, though tall and well made. He 
had been rather wild, had run through 
a large fortune in his younger days, and 
possessed, in some degree, that cynical 
expression which a man of parts, who 
knows he has been . the tool of meaner 
natures, sometimes acquires. He had 
taken up painting from a conviction 
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that having a talent for it he ought to 
cultivate it, rather than from any de- 
sire for honour or distinction. Although 
a small income, remaining from his 
wasted fortunes, enabled him to paint 
slowly, and for progress rather than 
profit, he had not been very successful 
in his profession. He did not, as a 
rule, get on with his brother artists, 
and a want of good-fellowship is a 
crime above all others in the artistic 
world. Loth to criticize the works of 
others, he secretly deprecated their 
customary, free criticism of his own. 
When they found fault with his tech- 
nique, or handling, he would answer, 
not without a touch of contempt, that 
he had no desire for his works to be 
artistic. 
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His ideas were also too numerous 
and imaginative; a serious drawback 
to art production. It is better to have 
mere artistic instincts than unpaintable 
ideas. Towards those important gentry, 
the "dealers," too, he had not dis- 
played any spirit of conciliation. " Bawds 
betwixt art and gold," he was accustomed 
to call them, " who cheat both sides, 
the artist by charging him fifty per 
cent for ready money, and the pur- 
chaser by foisting upon him mere 
* pot-boilers' for chief works." He had 
been informed by one of them, who 
had seen one of his works at an 
exhibition, that "he might send him 
something," only it must, in accord- 
ance with the then prevalent fashion, 
be " grey." The answer that pre- 
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sumptuous dealer, who had had the 
" ignorant impudence to dictate to an 
artist what his works should resemble/' 
received, was not of the kind to make 
a repetition of the offence very pro- 
bable. 

Harland had of late taken up land- 
scape, in which he found himself on 
congenial ground, and bade fair to 
become a successful landscape painter. 

The feast had not long begun, when 
Mr. Forrester and Heathfield were de- 
scried coming down a path on the 
clifE. Evelyn nervously dreaded that 
the latter might come and sit down 
by her. But her alarm was ground- 
less. 

Heathfield had a great regard for 
the forms and ceremonies of life, which 
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he carried to the verge of formality. 
He regarded a studiously courteous 
manner as more than the mere oil of 
social intercourse ; it was a means of 
protection against the large majority 
of people with whom he had little 
or no sympathy. This did not pre- 
vent him from being popular, to a certain 
extent, with most people. 

His manner was undoubtedly pleasing, 
but rather, perhaps, to avoid trouble 
than with any hearty desire to pro- 
pitiate. It must not be supposed, how- 
ever, that he was hypocritical, or 
lacked fibre. There are many who 
preserve a rarely penetrated barrier 
of amiability, which is really reserve. 
Upon questions of real importance, or 
principle, these people frequently astonish 



Digi 



tized by Google 



CROSSPORD. 191 



by an unexpected firmness. By his 
inferiors, labourers or others, with 
whom Heathfield came in contact, he 
was considered a liberal and good- 
natured man, though he really con- 
sidered the majority of that class, in 
their ignorance and foolishness, as little 
better than dangerous savages. 

It is a mistake to suppose that 
men of this cast of mind are incapable 
of friendship ; on the contrary, when 
their regard has once been gained, 
they may be counted upon for unswerving 
fidelity. 

With Harland, whose character re- 
sembled Heathfield' s in having more 
than a trace of cynicism, a certain 
winning frankness proceeded from other 
causes. His devotion to art provided an 
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effectual refuge, from which his too 
critical mind could view the selfish turmoil 
of the outer world with good-humoured 
composure. 

There was plenty of merriment under 
the shady cliff. Major Lomax told 
some of his Indian experiences, songs 
were sung, and everybody was cheer- 
ful. As they rowed home in the 
cool of the evening, Heathfield formed 
a resolution, the result of which must be 
described in the next chapter. 
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EVELYN IS ALAEMED. 




B observed in the last chapter 
that Heathfield, in common 
with most strong, self-centred 
natures, was capable of very stedfast 
friendship; we might have added that 
his was also the disposition upon which, 
once it has passed certain fastidious 
outguards, love has the firmest and 
most enduring hold. He was, we need 
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hardly inform the reader, in love with 
Evelyn Forrester, and in a passionate, 
unreserved manner, which, had it pre- 
viously been predicted of him, he 
would have regarded with sheer dis- 
belief. 

Being a great favourite with the 
Rector, he was able to be constantly 
at Sandquay. No one, except perhaps 
poor Evelyn herself, had any suspicion 
that the grave, self-contained young 
man, with a reputation for study and 
learning, was in love with a childish 
little girl, just out of the school- 
room. 

Evelyn had, however, of late, been 
somewhat relieved by his undemonstra- 
tive manner, and had yielded to his 
efforts to bo friendly. She came, in 
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fact, to regard her first apprehensions 
as unreasonable, and was becoming 
pretty well assured that he was too 
staid, and too much older than her- 
self, to "mean anything." His long 
conversations with her Uncle, upon sub- 
jects she could only now and then fully 
comprehend, had not a little effect in lull* 
ing her suspicions. 

She had once, in a moment of unusual 
confidence, owned a partiality for swing- 
ing, and had pointed out a bough of a 
great walnut tree in the shrubbery, which, 
to her experienced eye, seemed suitable 
for the construction of a swing. 

To most lovers such a request, for it 
almost took that form, would have 
proved rather disconcerting ; although, 
of course, a young lady who is fond 
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of swinging is not necessarily insen- 
sible to the tender passion. But it 
was the frank, joyous gaiety of 
Evelyn's nature that was her greatest 
attraction in Heathfield's eyes, and he 
set about the task with as much 
diligence and care as the most ardent 
lover could display, in performing 
some heroic exploit for his mis- 
tress. 

That swing was some time in ap- 
proaching completion ; a delay no^ 
much appreciated by Evelyn, who, al- 
though delighted with the expectation 
of going up the garden and having a 
good swing by herself before breakfast 
of a morning, was conscious of a slight 
unfitness in its being made so openly for 
her. 
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She was not so much desirous of 
retaining the privileges of childhood, 
as of avoiding the responsibilities at- 
tached to being "grown-up." Had 
Heathfield put up the swing unknown 
to her, and left her to discover it, he 
would have advanced a considerable 
stage in her esteem. But with all his 
knowledge of character, he was — and 
in nothing is love more blind than 
this — quite unable to estimate the mea- 
sure of his success in pleasing his 
little lady-love. He flattered himself 
he had at least gained her good- will ; 
whereas, hardly in anything had he 
really pleased her, and, on not a few 
occasions, he had appeared in the cha- 
racter of that bete noir to a young, 
sensitive girl, one who complacently in- 



Digi 



tized by Google 



198 CROSSFORD. 



sists upon attentions which he conceives 
to be agreeable, but which are substan- 
tially the reverse. 

But it is not the nature of such 
situations to last long. The lover 
entirely in doubt, will, as a rule, break 
the ice sooner than if he had received the 
security of a certain measure of encourage- 
ment. 

It thus happened that, one day when 
he was assisting Evelyn to pick straw- 
berries in the Rectory garden, he ship- 
wrecked what little chance he had by a 
premature avowal. 

It arose very simply from his explain- 
ing that this had been his mother's 
favourite walk. Encouraged by the 
attention which his little listener always 
gave to such themes, he related the 
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incidents of his last walk there with 
her. Evelyn never looked so lovely 
as when listening to anything sorrow- 
ful. Her downcast eyes would assume 
a more deeply violet hue, her slightly- 
parted lips, showing the little, pearly 
teeth, would settle into exquisitely sorrow- 
ful curves, and her whole expression be 
one of beautiful pity. There was no- 
thing, perhaps, that could have affected 
Heathfield more. Moved by the topic 
he had been discussing, and enchanted 
by the lovely picture before him, it 
is not to be wondered at that he lost 
his usual prudence and uttered a few 
words, not absolutely passionate, or 
tender, but having an unmistakable ten- 
dency to that direction. 

It would be unjust to our little 
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heroine to say that she absolutely ran 
away; but it must be confessed that, 
with one startled look of reproachful 
astonishment, she muttered something 
about being wanted in-doors, and brought 
the interview to a somewhat abrupt con- 
clusion. Heathfield saw her no more that 
day. 

Towards the evening he left Sand- 
quay, by a lane leading along the side 
of the estuary, to pay a visit to his 
Uncle, Randolph Heathfield, at Heath- 
field Court. This gentleman was the 
trustee who had lost our hero's money 
in mining speculations. He had, as 
the only form of reparation in his 
power, been compelled to execute a 
deed, or rather it may be called a 
pledge of honour, by which he under- 
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took to repay the lost fortune, if ever 
he should be in a position to do so. 
It was understood at the time that 
the nephew was, on his part, to 
silence scandal, as far as possible, 
by the friendly attitude impUed in 
an occasional visit to Heathfield 
Court. 

This arrangement was of little value, 
as Randolph Heathfield had previously 
spent every penny of his own means, 
and was only residing upon his estate 
by virtue of an agreement that every- 
thing should pass into the management 
of his creditors, in return for that privi- 
lege and a small allowance. 

The entrance gates of Heathfield 
Court were situated upon a wooded 
height, that commanded a view of the 
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town and harbour, the flat, marshy 
country beyond Saltmore, and, in the 
distance, the wide expanse of Sand-hill 
Bay, with its invariable little fleet of 
trawlers slowly stemming its placid 
surface. 

A grass-grown road through neglected 
grounds, rendered still more disconso- 
late-looking by a number of felled oaks, 
that, stripped of their bark, showed 
their spectral, contorted limbs against 
the dark underwood, brought our hero 
before the house. 

The building itself, and a long, level 
lawn in front, graced by one enormous, 
dusky cedar, were plunged in cool, 
deep shadow. At the back rose a 
tree-clad height, whose summit was 
bathed in the rich glow of the declin- 
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ing sun. A few, irregular, Scotcli firs, 
whose ruddy stems shone like gold, 
broke the round outline of the hill. 
In the shade below, the masses of fo- 
liage looked gloomy and indistinct to the 
dazzled eye ; with here and there white, 
ghostly stems more distinctly marked. 

On the lawn stood a dark, solitary 
figure, which Heathfield knew to be his 
cousin Philippa, his uncle's only child; 
while, disappearing into the deep sha- 
dow of the house, was another. Rand- 
dolph Heathfield very seldom cared to 
meet his nephew, whom he very sincerely 
hated. 

" We have not seen you for a long 
time," said Philippa, 

" I have been busy," said he, ab- 
sently. 
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" Busj! At Pothanger?" With a 
little accent of satiric astonishment. 

" Yes !" he answered, rousing him- 
self, " I have been providing my 
winter fuel. We look out for stumps 
in the bogs, and blow them up with 
gunpowder. We have to build up a 
perfect stack of them, being sometimes 
snowed in." 

" What a life ! and how many more 
winters are you going to spend snowed 
in?" 

" Oh ! there are stumps enough for 
any number." 

" You think I have no business to 
ask the question," said she, " but I 
have, if only for the reason that your 
life is a standing reproach to us. Why 
not sell Pothanger, and live on the 
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proceeds until you qualify for some pro- 
fession, the bar for instance." 

" A rather heroic measure/' he replied, 
" but these things require a previous 
training, very different from mine. In 
the Law Courts they do not settle knotty 
points with wedges." 

Philippa Heathfield was a young lady 
who found no difficulty in making up 
her mind on most subjects. Very well 
informed, she was in the habit of 
making little, concise estimates of the 
incidents, or personages, she met with 
in her reading, or experience. So long 
as this was confined to past events, 
or to people who had finished their 
parts, it was successful enough; but 
when applied to the living, the result 
was not always so encouraging. 
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Her cousin, for instance, being pos- 
sessed of more than ordinary abilities, 
was, by this time, to have commenced 
a career that should restore to the 
Heathfield family its former importance; 
and here he was, by some unaccount- 
able perversity, preferring to split his 
own firewood. 

She was about twenty years of age, 
tall and dark, with a graceful car- 
riage, but having a somewhat sad, it 
might almost be called discontented, 
expression upon her otherwise handsome 
features. 

Everything, she was wont to think 
in moments of depression, went ill with 
her. At home, her time as a girl, had 
been chiefly spent in attendance upon 
her mother, a querulous invalid, who 
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had always been harshly treated by her 
husband. After her death, had fallen 
to her the duty of amusing her father, 
a man disappointed, through early ex- 
travagance, in the ambition of shining 
as a fast man, who frequently drank 
to excess, and always treated her with 
a kind of contemptuous toleration. In 
the great world outside, she told her- 
self she had no stake, or interest, being 
quite as much a hermit as her cousin. 
There was certainly not much in her 
hfe to make her happy, and apparently 
but very little prospect of things ever 
being different. 

This, however, did not prevent her 
from maintaining a keen interest in the 
affairs of relatives and friends more 
fortunately situated. She was warm- 
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hearted in disposition. To have been 
the confidant, and, in the humblest 
way, helper of some ambitious spirit, 
would, she told herself, have been the 
r61e she would have liked to have played 
in life. 

Her keen powers of observation de- 
tected, after a little while, an uneasiness, 
an unusual abstraction, in her cousin's 
demeanour. 

" What is the matter with you ?" 
she said, as they stood upon a little 
hard, where Shaugh had been in- 
structed to await his master with the 
boat. 

" You are as speechless as Shaugh 
there. There seems to be some change 
in you." 

" I think there is," he replied. " I 
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think I shall leave Pothanger. A month 
ago such a thing had not entered 
my head. Now, it seems as if I can 
never return again to my old life. The 
thing has become utterly distasteful to 
me. 

" Well ! I am rejoiced to hear it, 
even if it proceeds from some painful 
matter. But what are you going to 
do?" 

"I don't know; but sucli things as 
you have suggested, the bar, for in- 
stance, would never agree with me, nor 
I with them. They might have, when 
I was fresh from Oxford, but not now 
I am fresh from four years of the hills. 
I think I shall go to Canada with a 
friend, who is going to form a settlement 
there." 

VOL. I. p 
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** And when did you finally make up 
your mind ?" 

" This afternoon," said he, a little con- 
fusedly. 

" That seems sudden. I suppose the 
backwoods are better than Pothanger. 
I think you underrate your abilities." 

** I do not care for success," he re- 
plied. "I want change of scene and 
occupation. I dare say I shall not stick 
to it. I shall, just as likely, wander off, 
like Waterton, into the woods, and ob- 
serve the animals and things. Or live 
by myself like Thoreau." 

" That would not be much change. 
I don't quite understand you. You 
know we have always been like brother 
and sister; what is the main thing you 
are keeping back ?" 
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" I can't tell you, Philippa. You 
lead a very hard, patient life here. I 
never thought of it before; but it is 
worse than mine, because you don't like 
it. You ought to visit. I would speak 
to my uncle about it, only he avoids 
me more than ever now.'* 

" He is full of a new, branch rail- 
way, that they say is to be made along 
the estuary, from Wilmerleigh to Sand- 
quay. It will run quite four miles 
through our estate. It must, because 
it is all ours between the hills and 
the river. Perhaps it will enliven us 
a little." 

" I dare say it will; but the navvies 
will play the deuce with the game." 

"My father never shoots now. Those 
people forced themselves upon him to 
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shoot the home woods, and he went all 
through them this spring, and destroyed 
every nest he could find. There won't 
be a pheasant this year.'* 

" Well, Philippa, I will come and 
see you again, and tell you what my 
plans are. It will be difficult to get rid 
of Pothanger; but I have already told 
Martin and Towers to advertise the house 
at Sandquay, I will come over again 
when everything is settled^* * 



Digi 



tized by Google 




CHAPTER XI. 

HEATHPIBLD COUBT. 

HE Heatlifields were a Roman 
Catholic family, and, amongst 
the few visitors to the Court, 
one of the most frequent was Father 
Power, a priest residing at Sand- 
quay. 

Father Power was a tall, studious- 
looking man, who had given up a good 
living and exceptional prospects of ad- 
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vancement in the Church of England, 
to " go over to Eome." If this sacri- 
fice of the rich things of the earth 
had been any solace to his conscien- 
tious spirit, it was likely to be a complete 
and lasting one. 

It has been observed that the Ko- 
man Catholic Church will eagerly wel- 
come converts to her bosom,^ but will 
not readily trust them afterwards. 
Those born' under her domination, and 
brought up in her sieminaries, are her 
only confidants. Thus it was that Fa- 
ther Power, three years after his " con- 
version," was still in possession of his 
first unimportant curacy. 

" They do not trust me," he thought. 
** But my conscience tells me I have 
done right.'* 
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Nevertheless, his being a nature ac- 
customed to, and rejoicing in, work, his 
enforced idleness weighed heavily upon 
him. The result was different from 
what he had anticipated. But it never 
entered into his head to imagine that 
he was about the last sort of man the 
Koman Catholic Church cared to have ; 
and, if it had been possible, would have 
refused altogether. 

It is not unlikely, that if Father 
Power had not possessed a sensitive, 
almost a tormenting, conscientiousness, 
he would have never been more than 
an ordinary, pleasure-loving member of 
society. 

During his University life, he 
had enjoyed good living, and even 
" fast** society, with a zest. But the 
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quality we have mentioned asserted 
itself, and he entered the Church. He 
had considerable wealth, family interest 
and ability of a high character, and his 
promotion was rapid. 

At thirty years of age his name 
had become well-known, almost famous, 
as a popular divine. He was con- 
sidered by some an extraordinarily 
lucky man, by others as one who 
had mastered the secret of popularity 
and the art of advancing himself. 
But all this prosperity was only ma- 
terial for his old, inner, restless enemy, 
as we may almost call it, to work 
upon. His leisure was always occu- 
pied with a morbid self-examination, 
which amounted almost to a disease^ a 
mania. 



Digi 



tized by Google 



CROSSFORD. 217 



He was lively in conversation, and 
had all the air of a successful man, 
who enjoys his success. Most people 
who met him in society, judged 
him to be a man fond of popularity. 
No one knew that, when he got 
home, he was irresistibly impelled to 
review the circumstances and incidents 
of the evening in a spirit of rigor- 
ous self-examination. The end was that 
suddenly, and to the astonishment of 
every one, he became a Koman Catholic 
priest. 

Certainly, if to be miserable was 
one of his aims, he was likely to be 
gratified in his present position. A man 
mercilessly repressing a strong liking 
for success and social distinction, placed 
in an isolated and friendless position, and 
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weakened by a rigid observance of fasts 
and penances, is likely to be unhappy 
enough. 

The social gifts we have described, 
and the ease and distinction with which 
he comported himself, qualities which it 
was impossible for him utterly to- ex- 
tinguish, made him welcome to the 
few Koman Cathoho houses about Sand- 
quay ; and especially so to Heathfield 
Court. 

The querulous Squire enjoyed the 
visit of one who would listen 
patiently to his wearisome complaints, 
as to the condition of his health and 
fortunes, without being sickened by 
his brutal selfishness ; while Philippa 
was pleased to see the only person 
with whom she ever enjoyed anything 
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approaching to intellectual conversa- 
tion. 

From its position, facing the east, 
and sheltered by wooded heights at the 
back, evening soon closed in at Heath- 
field Court. The opposite bank of the 
river was steeped in sunlight long after 
the house and grounds had been plunged 
in shadowr 

On very hot days, however, this 
had its advantages, and it was plea- 
sant, on the mossy lawn, or seated 
beneath the great cedar, to watch 
the opposite shore with its white, 
dusty coach-road following the only 
practicable route, the margin of the 
river. 

•* I think the railway, when it runs 
along our side, will shut up the old 
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road altogether/' said Randolph Heath- 
field, one evening when seated with 
his daughter and the Priest beneath 
the great tree. "I remember before 
there was even a coach on it, and 
everyone rode on horseback. I was 
a great horseman when I was young; 
I was called galloping Heathfield. 
I couldn't endure slow going. I did 
not keep a horse long; I bought one 
and wore him out, and then got an- 
other." 

"A rather expensive habit," said 
the Priest politely, to whom, however,, 
the wearing out of a horse would 
have been a matter for life-long reproach. 
Everything, it is said, has its ludicrous 
side, and in illustration of this rule, 
Father Power, rigorous as he was 
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to himself, was all toleration to others. 
He was even a credulous man, re- 
ceiving the many wonderful state- 
ments of the Squire, who was a 
great liar, with only a shade of sus- 
picion. 

" Ah ! I had money then,'* said 
Heathfield, "but some men are born 
to misfortune, and you see me here. 
Father Power, a ruined, a broken man. 
I was always so confiding, anyone 
could get money out of me. How 
many times have I galloped along that 
road 1 I used to think the world was 
made for me. But there were a lot 
of scoundrels who thought that I was 
made for them. But, if I had only 
a few pounds, I would play the game 
very differently now. I have lost four^ 
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teen nights running to Philippa, at 
^cart^. Now that shows my bad luck 
must have exhausted itself, and, if I 
could only go over to the club at Wil- 
merleigh, I should carry all before me. 
My turn of good luck would be bound to 
come up." 

" But I usually do win at ^cart^," said 
Philippa, who thought that all this 
might be the prelude to taking the 
Priest aside and borrowing money of 
him. 

" You do not," said her father, crossly, 
"you contradict too much. You keep 
no regular account of the games like I 
do. I think," he added, after a pause, 
**as the damp is rising, I will go 
in." And he marched peevishly into the 
Jiouse. 
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" I have been tliinking," said the Priest, 
" that you must have a slight feeling 
of mistrust for a man who has joined 
the true Church so late in life. I 
fancy, sometimes, the poorer people do 
not confide in me as they do in other 
priests." 

Philippa was sUent for a moment. 
She had, in truth, come to the conclusion 
that, in some indefinite but perceptible 
manner, he was different from his clerical 
brethren. 

"You are not quite so reserved or 
secretive," she answered, with some hesi- 
tation. 

" I have not had the same train- 
ing, and, do you know, I do not 
think that training incapable of im- 
provement. But they seem to think 
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these matters as fixed and unalterable, as 
the great truths of religion them- 
selves. I have been absolutely for- 
bidden to make any efEort in the 
matter.'* 

Father Power had been accustomed 
to converse with a certain freedom 
with Phihppa. Being thirteen years 
her senior, he was in the habit of 
regarding her as a pupil. She was the 
only person of his present acquaint- 
ance whose conversation had the power 
to interest him. There is, moreover, 
an indefinite sense of comfort in 
the contact of one ingenuous soul, 
anxious to do and think rightly, with an- 
other. 

Philippa's unhesitating character and 
decisive manner of judging things, had 
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a certain attraction for Father Power. 
Without being exactly vacillating in dis- 
position, or like those who see so 
many sides to a question, that it is 
a mere toss-up which one they take, 
he was excessively cautious and appre- 
hensive in all his conclusions and 
judgments. 

Conversing, as was their wont, on 
different subjects, the two wandered 
down to a little nook by the river, 
which was a favourite retreat of 
Philippa's. It was a little platform 
of rock, on the side of a low cliff, 
that rose abruptly from the water. 
There was a rough bench overhung 
with branches, upon which Philippa was 
accustomed to sit and work or read, 
and, herself unseen, observe, not so 
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much the familiar beauties of the 
scene as its occasional living elements — 
the spare traffic on the road, the 
farmers going to market in their 
broad-beamed boats, the barges sailing 
up with the tide, and occasionally a 
gaily-painted boat, or steam-launch, 
with a pic-nic party. Superior to the 
petty fretting of a weak nature, she yet 
had a natural longing to participate in 
the actual turmoil and business of 
life. 

It was a dark, clear evening. The 
outlines of the hills could be faintly 
seen against the stars. Prom their 
rounded summits to the more clearly 
defined limit of their reflections in the 
water, was one deep, uniform mass 
of shadow. The moon, rising through 



Digi 



tized by Google 



CROSSFORD. 227 



a thin veil of cloud, threw a dim, 
silvery track upon the water. A little 
boat moving up the river, seemed 
mysteriously suspended upon the narrow 
space of clear air between the re- 
flections of the hills. As the noise of 
its oars, audible long after it had 
gone out of sight, died away, Philippa, 
who was standing upon the edge of the 
rock, dreamily exclaimed. 

" I feel as if I were standing upon 
the very edge of the world. Above 
and beneath me is a vast, starlit void. 
If I fell now, I should fall immeasur- 
ably !" 

" Come away !" cried the Priest, 
seizing her arm with a sudden vehe- 
mence. " You are too near, it is 
dangerous. Pardon me," he added, 
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with an appearance of recovering him- 
self, " but you gave me a shock. I am 
more nervous than you imagine." 
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CHAPTER XII. 



A VISIT TO CE08SF0RD. 




T had been settled, at the 
prawning party, that little 
Ethel should pay a week's 
visit to Mrs. Lomax at the Cove. 
The acquaintance between the two 
families was of so recent a character, 
that neither Mrs. Lomax nor her 
daughter had ever been to Crossford. 
It was therefore arranged that, taking 
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advantage of Mrs. Battershill having 
business in that direction, they should 
ride to the mill in that good lady's pony- 
chaise, and return with little Ethel by 
boat. 

Nothing could have happened more 
agreeable to Mrs. Battershill' s feelings 
than having these ladies, strangers to 
the neighbourhood, to enlighten con- 
ceiTiing the history of every house they 
saw, and the character of every per- 
son they met. She commenced with 
an eulogium upon the Major, who, in see- 
ing them off, had bowed to her in quite 
a regal manner, and thanked her for her 
" obliging courtesy." 

She could not, however, in the blunt- 
ness of her nature, abstain from ex- 
pressing her pity that he was addicted 
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to habits of what is called a con- 
vivial nature; for the occasional do- 
mestic turmoil, at which we have 
apologetically hinted, was, of course, not 
altogether concealed from the observation 
of the Cove. 

Pinching the arm of her indignant 
daughter, who would have ** liked to 
have got out and walked," poor Mrs. 
Lomax explained that her husband had 
had a sunstroke in India, which made 
him, on very rare occasions, a little 
irritable. 

•* Lor now, indeed," said Mrs. Batter- 
shill, " that's just what my husband 
got in foring parts ; and, although I 
know he sits at the * Sailor' of an 
evening with only one glass before him, 
which he only now and then wets his 
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lips with, he oflben comes 'ome quite 
excited. What dreadful things them 
sunstrokes are 1 There's hardly a man 
at the Cove as *asn*t *ad one, in some 
voyage or other; and, of course, you 
can't say much to a pore feller who 
can't help a glass of ale 'aving an effect 
on him. There's young Partlo, as only 
went to Cherbourg, and came back with 
one; although they do say he went in 
uncommon strong for the cheap, French 
brandy. 

" That there house," pursued the. 
worthy lady, " is Hole Place, where 
the Pollens live. Old Pollen was a 
lawyer, who was glad enough to defend 
any vagabond in the country. I remem- 
ber my aunt, who was a 'ighly respect- 
able washerwoman in Sandquay, often 
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sajdng as how she had had many a gossip 
with old Mrs. Pollen, when they was 
goin' down to empty their soap-suds 
over the quay-side together. But 
they're different now. You ought to 
see their place. You'd want to live in 
it. The flower-beds and gardings is beau- 
tiful ; tho', of course, they keeps *ands to 
do it. 

"That's old Doctor Tutcher in that 
trap as just passed. I expect he is going 
to see old Sally Spargo, who've been 
'aving fits, day and night, for the last 
six months. I expect she's near the end 
now." 

" Why ?" said Miss Lomax. 

" Because they never has a doctor, 
about here, more than once, and that's 
only to save trouble about the certificate ; 
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that's all they ever cares about having a 
doctor for. 

"That there man,'* pursued the 
loquacious lady, pointing to a down- 
looking person shuffling along by the 
road-side, " is called the * White Wizard.' 
I expect they've been 'aving 'im to old 
Sally. I don't 'old with 'im and 'is 
charms and bits of iron rods myself. 
He does 'arm. There was a pore young 
man at Beacon Copse, a farmer, married 
and very comfortably off, who fell into 
a sort of melancholy. I dare say it was 
only his liver, or something that a 
doctor would 'ave set right in a minute, 
but his friends thought he was charmed, 
and took him to the * White Wizard' to 
take it off. Well, he cast 'is 'orryscope 
for him, I've seen it myself, and it seemed 
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nothin* but a lot of nonsense; but for 
the thirty-first year, which the pore 
young man 'ad just come to, it was put 
down that he was to avoid 'igh and low 
places. Well, this preyed on his mind, 
until he thought it meant that he was 
either to be hung or to go down 
into hell; so he went out on Stickle- 
ford Moor and cut his throat. He 
lived long enough to make a dis- 
position of what Fve been tellin* 
you." 

" I could not have believed," said Mrs. 
Lomax, " that such ignorance was pos- 
sible. One might as well be in India 
again." 

" Oh, I think the natives were far 
superior to the common people about 
here," said Miss Lomax. 
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" Well, fls for that," said Mrs. Batter- 
shill, " 'owever good he may be, 
a black must be a black, you 
know." 

They were now crossing the back- 
bone of a huge promontory that sloped 
down, in a series of precipitous steps, 
to the sea. Before them the coast 
stretched far away into the distance, 
presenting everywhere a sheer, rocky 
front to the ocean, except where nar- 
row valleys ran down between the pro- 
tecting headlands, or huge, detached 
pinnacles of rock stood in solitary 
grandeur in the blue water. Inland 
rose great, treeless downs, mapped over 
with fields, save where their sum- 
mits showed patches of the original 
moor. 
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There was a pathetic monotony about 
the view. The headlands rose one be- 
hind the other with a wearisome repeti- 
tion. The white road between the lonely 
fields had a solitary appearance. The 
fresh sea-breeze hurried before it long 
lines of low clouds, that, hke the head- 
lands, receded wearily to the faint 
horizon, here and there blurring the 
landscape with a drooping fringe of 
rain. It required a keen eye to detect 
the widely separated farm-houses, scattered 
sparsely amongst the fields, in which 
there seemed no one at work and no 
cattle feeding. The colours of the dark 
sea, the purple rocks, and the dull 
browns and greens of the fields, were 
blended together in a melancholy 
unison. The scene was endued with the 
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pathos of a hard, pastoral life upon 
an unwilling soil, varied only by 
the vicissitudes of an iron-bound 
coast. 

At about the distance of a mile, a 
lofty, pinnacled church-tower stood, 
isolated and silent, upon a bleak pro- 
montory ; surrounded by its little, low- 
walled grave-yard, where the stony 
ground held fast in death generations 
of forgotten toilers, who had forced 
from its niggard bosom their means of 
life. 

•* That's Burrowcombe Church," said 
Mrs. Battershill. " I should not like to 
be buried there, it looks so unspeak- 
able." 

"You can see the bridge now," said 
she, after a little pause, " and Orossford. 
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That old wheel up in the gorge there, to 
the right of the Beacon, is one of Squire 
Heathfield's mining works. That's the 
last one he attempted. It's where he 
sunk all young Heathfield's money. 
There's a mad woman lives there, in the 
hut where the miners kept their tools. 
It's not many as knows who she is, but 
I do, cos I always likes to know the ins 
and outs of things ; she is the daughter 
of a dissenting parson. He married his 
housekeeper, who died, leavin' one 
daughter. Well, she grew up as wild 
as a colt ; which don't seem right. The 
consequence was she went off with 
Squire Heathfield, who was a young 
man then, and a fine open-'anded young 
gentleman too. There's people at the 
Cove who remember her at Stapleford, a 
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mere drab amongst the sailors. 'Owever, 
she cum back a wreck ; but what makes 
her live up there, except she's crazed, I 
don't know." 

" What a place it does seem for 
dreadful things," said Miss Loraax. 

" Oh, I don't know," said Mrs. Batter- 
shill, with some asperity. "I don't 
suppose they are worse about here than 
anywhere else, only they does it more 
open." 

Mrs. Battershill was getting a 
trifle raspy with Miss Lomax. She 
did not like her naive observa- 
tions. 

** I don't see that pore, young man 
a-workin' in his garding to-day," she 
said, as they approached Crossford. 
" Some people praise 'im, but I don't 
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see as he shows mucli sperrit in 
settlin' down to a labourin' man's h'fe so 
tamely." 

Robert GoodcbM had not worked in 
his garden, except in the early morn- 
ing, for several days ; not since, in fact, 
he had heard that Mrs. Lomax and her 
daughter intended to pay a visit to the 
mill. He had laboured from the first 
with a disregard of observation from 
the road that was not without its 
fortitude; but all his strength of mind 
could not bring him to the pass of being 
seen by Miss Lomax amongst his turnips 
and potatoes. 

It is mere justice to state that Good- 
child did not care a fig for gardenings 
There are some — the most contented of 
human beings — who love gardening for 
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its own sake. When their potatoes are 
diseased, or their fruit-trees blighted, 
they are more intent upon excusing the 
circumstance than cursing their ill-luck. 
They are like anglers; themselves and 
the fish are not to blame, it is the state 
of the weather. The tediousness of 
horticulture does not affect them. They 
rather dehght in slow-growing crops. 
The quick luxuriance of the marrow or 
the bean is for the amateur, the dilletante ; 
to the class we mention, the deliberate 
swelling of the onion, lasting through the 
entire gardening season, and resulting in 
a triumphant harvest of ripe, round bulbs, 
is more acceptable,. 

Goodchild did not care for gardening 
at all. He often thought that if he 
had been left with anything but a 
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piece of land, for instance, a wharf 
where he could have landed coal or 
slates, he could have looked forward 
with some confidence. But to estimate 
year after year how much his crops 
could possibly bring him, and then 
have nothing to do but discover by 
how much less than his calculation 
would be the actual result, was a 
wearisome, a dispiriting state of 
things. 

We do not know how often his 
thoughts had reverted to Sanver Cove, 
and the cheerful, brown-eyed girl who 
had so opportunely appeared to cheer 
him there; but it is certain that, as 
soon as he had heard of the projected 
visit of Mrs. and Miss Lomax, he had 
astonished his mother and old Hannah 

B 2 



Digi 



tized by Google 



244 CROSSFORD. 



by making extraordinary preparations 
for their entertainment. He had roused 
the old servant almost to rebellion 
by putting up to fatten half-a-dozen of 
her primest half-grown, spring chickens. 
With a disregard for sporting propriety 
that would have horrified his friend 
Heathfield, he had set night-lines in 
the larger pools of the stream, and 
had captured plump, half-pound trouts, 
whose existence in such a tiny 
brook would, to the uninitiated in such 
matters, be a matter for astonish- 
ment. 

He spent two whole days in pro- 
curing lobsters. It took one to repair 
the old lobster-pots, that had been un- 
used since his father's death, and to 
catch, by fishing from the rocks, the 
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gaily-coloured wrasse, whicli is the favour- 
ite bait of the lobster-catcher. 

"I dou't know why Master Robert 
is making so much fuss/' said old 
Hannah to her mistress; "but it's a 
rare good job the time is so short, or 
I*m certain he'd be off to Tawmouth 
to get new clothes, which would be a 
rare waste of money, when the blue serge 
he got the year before last looks so 
weU." 

Upon the morning of his visitors' 
arrival, Goodchild had been out to 
overhaul his lobster-pots. It thus hap- 
pened that he met them, as he came up 
from the sea with his inky spoil, before 
the door. 

It is frequently the case that our 
demeanour is affected by circumstances 
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of which the recipients of our courtesy, 
or ill-temper, are necessarily ignorant. 
Upon this principle Miss Lomax, whose 
indignation had been aroused by Mrs. 
Battershill's contemptuous estimate of 
Robert Groodchild, greeted that gentle- 
man with an unaffected cordiality, ac- 
companied by a pretty blush and a 
kind glance of the soft, brown eyes, 
which elated him not a little. In fact, 
so much depends upon such Uttle matters, 
that a certain line of behaviour adopted 
by him later in the day was the distinct 
outcome of this apparently trifling in- 
cident. 

Miss Lomax and little Ethel had wan* 
dered down to the old ruined building, now 
used as a cart-shed, which had formerly 
been the mill, to see some rabbits, 
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which Robert had captured for his 
sister, and which she visited with 
rapt delight every hour of the day. 
Not, however, after the evening set in, 
for there was a tradition of a bold 
smuggler, called Ruthless Jones, having 
been buried there, after a fatal encounter 
with the coastguard, and it was said he 
" walked." After admiring these pets, 
they had followed the brook down to the 
beach. 

Here they found Robert Groodchild 
occupied in taking out, in the dinghy, 
some necessary gear to the boat, which 
to avoid the trouble of bringing down 
the old cob to work the capstan, was, 
in fine weather, not kept on the 
beach, but moored behind a protect- 
ing horn of the Cove. After a time. 
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Ethel ran back to the house for 
sotnethiDg she had forgotten, leaving 
the others seated in a little cave, 
used as a store for sails and the mis- 
cellaneous articles connected with boat- 
ing and fishing. It was a cool, plea- 
sant retreat. From its shelter the 
water could be seen lapping against 
the rocks, and lifting their russet 
fringes of seaweed as the tide rose; 
and the rich hues of the clifEs and 
the soft purple outline of Burrow 
Head could be enjoyed to perfec- 
tion. 

" I think I may perhaps go to Canada 
after all," said Groodchild. 

" I am so glad,'* she answered. " I 
hope you will get on." 

"I am not nearly so pleased now, 
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since I have seen you/' said Ro- 
bert, with a kind of naive bold- 
ness that it was not easy to find fault 
with. 

"But you have seen such a little of 
me," said she, with a vivid blush. " How 
long Ethel is." 

"But I have thought of you so 
much; it seems to me I have known 
you a long time," said he, encouraged 
by the recollection of their meeting 
in the morning, which his simple, direct 
nature, construed into obvious encourage- 
ment. "I daresay it looks audacious 
of me, who have been up -to this little 
better than a labouring man. But I 
have a chance now, and I know so well 
what hard work can bring about, and I 
have so much confidence in those who 
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will be with me, that everything seems 
changed. Bat perhaps I am too san- 
guine." 

" Oh, I am sure you will suc- 
ceed, you are so firm and resolute." 

" Well, there is one thing I would suc- 
ceed in above all others." 

" There are more difficulties than 
you imagine," said she, glancing up at 
the handsome, animated young man, 
whose very downright method of making 
love was perhaps not altogether displeas- 
ing to her. 

"What difficulties?" 

" Why, there is my father. He is very 
proud ; he would be very difficult to gain 
over." 

" Never mind, I am very persevering^ 
May I make the attempt ?" 
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" You are so sudden and disconcerting. 
It would not be prudent to be so with my 
father." 

"I know," said he, "but if I came 
back in a year or fifteen months, and 
could show I was getting on? Life 
is more simple out there. It is not, 
perhaps, a very brilliant life either. 
But IVe heard you say you liked 
Canada. I know I have no right to 
cause you pain or trouble ; that is what, 
above all things, I should wish to 
avoid." 

At this moment Mrs. Lomax and 
Ethel came down ready to embark, 
and in a few moments the boat 
was softly ghding out of the Cove. 

There was very little breeze, but the 
tide was favourable. The boat was light 
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and well trimmed, and little pufis of wind 
sent her in swift, intermittent rushes 
through the water. 

In hauling aft the sheet, Goodchild 
chanced to overturn a rush basket, 
in which, to his surprise, he saw several 
lobster^. 

" Those are for Major Lomax," 
said his sister. ** He is very fond of 
them, and they are a present from 
you." 

Groodchild could only see a small por- 
tion of Miss Lomax's cheek, but that, to 
his secret satisfaction, was as red as a 
rose. 
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CHAPTER Xm. 



A GOOD TEOUT FISHBE. 




T the prawning party mention 
had been made of a waterfall 
in the grounds at Freshfields, 
which Harland had promptly asked per- 
mission to call and see. Freshfields 
was situated upon the edge of the moor* 
land, just where the gentle, wooded, 
valley, which had its seaward ter- 
mination at Crossford, gradually merged 
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into a bare, rocky gorge, and became 
lost amongst the hills. 

As his nearest way was along the 
stream, Harland, on the day he 
had chosen for his visit, took his 
rod, intending to employ that part 
of the afternoon, taken up in going 
and returning, in whipping for trout. 
He was a good fisherman, but not 
an adept. 

To be a first rate flyfisher, one 
must have been brought up, or at 
any rate have resided for some time 
upon a trout stream ; just as to become a 
good billiard player one must have, 
at one time, almost lived in a billiard 
room. There is, however, a delicate 
sleight of hand in putting a fly to 
a trout, rising under the opposite 



Digi 



tized by Google 



CROSSFORD. 255 



bank of a roaring stream, that nothing 
in billiards can approach. The deft 
dropping of the line with only a foot or 
so of gut — more would at once be 
caught and hurried away by the 
stream — in such a manner as to de- 
ceive the trout requires, not merely 
an ardent love of the sport, but almost 
years of practice. To the tyro it seems 
an impossibility. 

Though not a master of the craft, 
Harland was a tolerably practised 
fisherman, and he had not fished 
long when he commenced to suspect 
that some one had been before him. 
The trout were unaccountably shy ; 
places where a rise seemed certain 
were blank, and such rises as he got 
were of a short, half-hearted character. 
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By and by the fresh mark of a 
nailed boot on a bed of sand put 
the matter beyond question, and, turn- 
ing a rocky corner a moment after, 
the artist came in view of his 
enemy — ^for such to the angler is the 
man immediately before him on a 
small stream, where the trout are 
shy. 

He could see at once that his rival 
was a splendid , performer. With a 
short, stiff rod he was throwing up 
stream with quick, skilful casts. Every 
part of the water was tested with 
lightning rapidity. There was no de- 
liberation about the process. With 
the mechanical precision of a conjuror 
performing a familiar feat, he dropt 
his flies like gossamer beneath the 
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opposite bank, in the tiny eddies and 
streams, in every place likely to hold 
a trout. Every now and then a 
quick strike, followed by a rapid 
struggle in the water, denoted the 
capture of a fish, which was drawn 
to shore and basketed with the same 
matter of fact rapidity displayed 
in the other parts of the process. 

Harland advanced with caution, for 
he recognised in the figure, a person 
he had heard a great deal of and 
was anxious to meet. So absorbed 
was the youth — ^he looked a thin, round- 
shouldered lad of seventeen or eighteen — 
in his occupation, that he might have 
been successfully approached, had not 
a sandpiper got up and flown past 
him. 

VOL. I. s 
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The youth turned and showed a 
singular countenance. A pair of keen, 
brown eyes, like those of a kestrel, 
gleamed from beneath a high fore- 
head, over which hung ragged locks 
of brown hair. A long, hooked 
nose seemed almost to hang over a 
large, flexible mouth, and projecting 
chin. 

There was little time to observe his 
dress, except that it was of the poorest 
description; for, with a quick jump 
across the stream, this strange being, 
not so much fled, as disappeared into 
the brushwood. It was like the momen- 
tary glimpse that a keen observer 
sometimes obtains of an otter, or other 
wild creature. The moment the eyes 
of the man and the animal meet, the 
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latter is swallowed up, as it were, by 
protecting nature. 

Harland had been told the main 
facts of the history of this singular 
personage, and, as Allan Meads is 
drawn into our story by an opportune 
service rendered to one of our principal 
characters at a perilous moment, we 
will give an outline of them. He was 
the only son of the old sheep-farmer 
we have described, as walking into Hole 
Cove every evening. In his boyhood 
he had betrayed an extraordinary 
sympathy with the aspects and moods 
of nature. The light and shade, the 
storms and changes of the external 
world seemed to affect him as power- 
fully as the mind of an ordinary man 
is influenced by the heat and cold, 

s 2 
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the pain and comfort of his material 
body. 

Up to twelve years of age, he 
had been allowed to roam the moor- 
land at his will ; his father's house was 
the highest of all in the wild country. 
Up to that age, he had never shown 
any disposition to learn anything beyond 
the mere rudiments his mother carefully 
taught him. Indeed, amongst the rude 
hinds of the farm, who saw him sit 
for hours upon the hillside, watching 
the distant country through the mouth 
of the valley, or the low clouds hurry- 
ing across the moor, or the gleams of 
sunlight on the hills, he passed for 
little more than a " natural." He then 
seemed suddenly to acquire a predilec- 
tion for books. With an apprehension 
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like fire, there was every prospect 
of his attaining high mental cul- 
ture. 

But at this time happened a mis- 
fortune which altered the whole course 
of his life ; his mother died. She had 
been a kind, indulgent parent, with a 
firm belief that her boy had more than 
common abilities, and was destined for 
a brilliant future. The harsh old 
farmer, her husband, had allowed her 
to have her own way in the mat- 
ter - to bring up the boy as she 
Hked. 

But now came a change. Allan was 
compelled to do his share of work on 
the farm. There were to be no more 
daily rambles over the hills, or, rod in 
hand, along the moorland brooks. But 



Digi 



tized by Google 



262 CROSSFORD. 

worse than all, there was now no money 
forthcoming to buy books. Old Meads, 
if lie had not exactly disliked his son, 
had never felt much pride in him. 
The strange, brown, luminous eyes of 
the boy, and his abstracted demeanour, 
as he had sat gazing into the fire 
evening aft^r evening, had perplexed, 
almost irritated him, A young hawk, 
that has dropped from his lofty eyrie 
into the nest of some nightjar, might 
cause a similar uneasiness to his prosaic 
nurturers. 

There was however, one well- 
estabhshed resolve in the old man's 
mind. If his son had talents, they 
should be turned to account in further- 
ing the aim and end of his father's 
life — the acquisition of money. With 
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this view, lie purchased an elementary 
book on arithmetic, and commanded 
the boy to study that. But unluckily 
the lad had never shown any talent for 
figures. The dry science was not to 
his taste. He could not master it; 
or perhaps he would not; for children 
are frequently swayed by curious fancies 
in such matters. Obstinacy and wilful- 
ness, of a curiously unreasonable type, 
are frequently the accompaniments 
of more than ordinary abilities in 
youth. 

Farmer Meads was himself a good 
arithmetician, and could make accurate 
and even difficult mental calculations, 
The strange success of men, apparently 
endowed with no qualities but ignorance 
and narrow-mindedness is frequently 
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due to an unsuspected readiness at 
figures. 

In this difficult position, the boy 
found an ally in his little sister. 
Although, his junior, she was already 
a skilful lacemaker. Very delicate in 
health, this employment was real labour 
to her; but no one was allowed to 
be idle at the farm. So that when 
Allan, by the grace of his mother, the 
one extraordinary exception to the 
routine of the place, had been rambling 
over the moors, his sister had been 
sitting by the farm-house door, or 
by a broad pool damned up to 
wash the sheep, with her pillow 
and bobbins, busy from morning to 
evening. 

This hard-working, kind-hearted sister 
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had already, in counting her stitclies, 
mastered the rudiments of numeration. 
But her assistance could not overcome 
her brother's dislike of the irksome task. 
He made no progress. His father drew 
the natural and not unacceptable con- 
clusion — for the ignorant seldom care 
that their offspring should excel them- 
selves — that his talents had been over- 
rated ; the fond delusion of a mother. 



BND OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 



LOKDOK: 

Printed by A. Scbulze, 18, Poland Street. (D. k Co.) 



Digi 



tized by Google 



^if 



Digi 



tized by Google 



Digi 



tized by Google 



Digi 



tized by Google 



'-m^. 



Digi 



tized by Google 



Digi 



tized by Google 



rrrr- 



^^ 



Digi 



tized by Google 



